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L«tte September and the sun is shining bright, although 
we are inside writing this editorial note in a hectic way, given the 
time is ticking and it is our mission to complete this hard-hitting 
weekly issue and have it in the hands of our young writers tonight 
in Alameda and San Francisco County juvenile hall. 

A heads up to you readers who have internet access. Our 
old friend Lecroy Rhyanes a graduate student in the MFA Poetry 
Program at NMSU (New Mexico State University), recently sent us 
an email that we would like to share with you! It reads... 

"I'm sending this email out to invite you over to check out 
a website that I've been building over the summer for a poetry 
workshop I teach here in Las Cruces, NM. "Voices Behind Walls" is 
a creative writing workshop in juvenile detention centers here in 
the Southwest. At the moment a weekly workshop is conducted at 
the J. Paul Taylor Detention Center and I'm also conducting a radio 
broadcasting workshop with youth from the Stepping Stones Home 
here in Las Cruces, NM. 

I've created a mailing list to send out information, news, 
updates, etc. on the "Voices Behind Walls" program and programs 
related to it. My goal by sending these emails out is to promote 
the work that these young people are creating (which will soon 
also include radio broadcast on KRUX 91.5 FM on scheduled Fridays 
from 3 to 4 pm) and any other updates related to the website 
and the creative writing workshop in general. I hope that these 
emails give us the opportunity to collaborate information for the 
website and if able resources (such as dictionaries, composition 
books, writing utensils, etc.) that could benefit the education and 
creative expression of the youth that are involved in this program. 
I'd also like to extend this invitation to exchange links through our 
department websites, programming websites, etc. in an effort to 
help promote each other's work. 

'The website currently includes an About Us section (bio), a 
couple of poems (in writing), some artwork, an audio piece (poem), 
photographs and links to news/projects related to youth in our 
community, incarceration and juvenile justice issues. One of the 
program's goals with this online website is to create content for the 
site that includes information, general statistics, journal articles 
and other links that are relevant to helping the public become more 
aware of issues related to youth incarceration not only here in New 
Mexico, but around the country and globe as well. 

"I hope this message reaches you well. Please feel free to 
forward this message to anyone including your students, department 
colleagues and friends. I know many of you on this list have a lot 
going on and are very busy, but if there's ever a time when you 
come across any information that you feel would benefit the youth 
in this program and/or the website please feel free to drop me an 
email and/or pass the word! 

Thank you and I look forward to speaking with you all in the 
future, 

Lecroy Rhyanes <http://www.voicesbehindwalls.org>" 

Yes indeed, we have worked wit h Lecroy in the past and we 
look forward to collaborating with him in the near future. 

The other day we also received an email from a program called 
'Thousand Kites" 

which is located in Whitesburg, Kentucky. The email requested 
that this editor be a guest interviewee for their radio program, and 
that we become an internet resource for prisoners, their families, 
and others affected by the U.S. criminal justice system through 
their site. 

Well, the program, 'Thousand Kites," is interested in speaking 
with individuals and groups working with and for incarcerated 
youth. They are interested in speaking with us about the possibility 
of including voices of incarcerated youth from The Beat Within. (We 
shall see) 

This interview and possible future collaborations will be used 
on the 'Thousand Kites" website <www.thousandkites.org> and also 
for a series of several short radio pieces about incarcerated youth. 
These segments will be broadcast to our prison audience here in 
central Appalachia and offered for free to community radio stations 
across the country. Prisoner listeners can send us responses, which 
we will add to our website and incorporate them into a national 
dialogue project on the U.S. criminal justice system. 

The 'Thousand Kites" team sounds like a great project that we 
are more than interested in helping out. We shall see what comes 
out of this. Now you readers also have links for what we hope are 
additional resources. 

OK readers, here's this week's 12.35 topics that were discussed 
prior to the onslaught of writing that is featured this week. The 
first topic, the very popular, "Is Saying Sorry Enough" - We all have 
said the word "sorry." Every day someone in this world is saying 
"sorry." Many of us find ourselves apologizing to the ones we love, 
or to ol' friends and even to complete strangers. Many people, 
especially those in the criminal justice system, realize by saying 
sorry they may get a lighter sentence or even a release. So we want 
to know this week if saying sorry is enough. This week we want to 



hear your thoughts on saying sorry. Have you ever felt sorry 
about something, but not been able to say the words? Or, have 
you ever said the words but not really felt sorry? We are interested 
in hearing from you of a time you said sorry, if you meant it or not. 
Tell us your story and your thoughts 

The second topic, "Who's an expert?" - Lately, we've been 
hearing from a lot of people who call themselves "experts" on the 
criminal justice system. They've been to college. They've studied 
the issues. But they've never been locked up themselves. So that 
started us thinking about what an "expert" is. Do you think you are 
an expert? What are you an expert at? Do you know people who 
call themselves experts, but who really aren't? What makes you, or 
anyone, an expert? What would you like to be an expert in, and 
how do you plan to gain the expertise you're hoping for? 

Our last topic, 'Taking someone under your wing" - Have you 
ever been taken under the wing of someone older and wiser who 
sees something special in you, and wants to school you in ways that 
will make your life better (the way a mother hen keeps her chicks 
from harm)? We're not talking about schooling you to be slicker or 
get away with dirt; we're talking about someone who takes you 
under his wing, almost as father-to-son or daughter, teaching you 
valuable lessons that will help you in life. On the flip side, have ever 
taken someone under your wing and been the "big brother" or "big 
sister" who sees something in a youngster worth guiding towards a 
better and safer future, and schooling them to avoid the mistakes 
you've made? So, if you've ever been taken under someone's wing 
or if you've ever taken someone under your wing, tell The Beat as 
many details about those experiences as you can. 

This coming Sunday our very own Will Roy will step up and 
read a poem from The Beat Within archives to the Street Soldier 
radio listening audience (KM EL 106.1 on the FM dial). We want to 
thank Street Soldiers for giving us this (what we hope to become a 
weekly) platform too! < http://www.street-soldiers.org>. With that 
said, allow us to give you a sneak peak of the poem Will Roy will 
read. The poem he read was written by Beat favorite. Baby A, out 
of Santa Clara County, who wrote the following piece way back in 
2000. OK readers, see you in the next issue. Now brace yourself 
for a great 12.35 issue and some... 

Revenge 

Resurrected from my grave 

Minus the flesh and bone, 

the scenery of the city 

proves that i haven't been gone long 

Same hustlas on the corner getting high off nade 

Slanging rocks dusk till dawn, rules from the devil obeyed 

Oblivious of my presence standing before their own eyes 

Manipulated by controversy on how I live my life 

Now I'm confused, taken aback 

From all this fairytale drama 

Even heard that if it wasn't for them I would never have been a 

bailer 

It's a damn shame, in this dope game 

You gotta watch your best friend 

Assuming they're loyal, get caught in coils 

Reset the game 'cause you lost 

Take it from me or end up like me 

For every choice there's a consequence 

Don't trust another criminal 

That's just natural common sense 

Ain't none of us innocent 

I had to learn that the hard way 

Set up, jacked, gagged, and thrown off the bridge towards the 

highway 

That would have been justifiable had it been one of my enemies 

But instead it was my homies, the ones I considered my family 

Situations like this, I refuse to charge to the game 

How could my folks do me so dirty 

For a couple keys of dope 

Friendship relinquished for that green paper 

Jealousy turned the homies into pure haters 

Life is immoral, I should have expected the unexpected 

Now I'm feeling lackadaisical, as if a child was neglected 

Who's here to intercept my pain, now that I'm gone 

Nobody seems to care, so I guess I'm on my own 

I got to stay strong, mom and pops didn't raise no punk 

Yet I felt assailable 

When I was thrown into that trunk 

Staring into my homies eyes with disbelief and shock 

The one who had the nerve to come to my funeral 

Hug my mom while she's crying and tell her he's so sorry that this 

has happened 

But little does he know the outcome of his sin 

I shall haunt him in his nightmares, 

until his life comes to an end 

Revenge 

-Baby A, Santa Clara 
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The Beat Within, a weekly newsletter of writing an< 
incarcerated youth, is published by Pacific News Service. 

At The Beat Within, we go through a lot of trouble to censor i 
sexual remarks, foul language, and gang references. There is enou 
our commuities already-we don't aim to bolster it. It is in The Bea 
promote peace and unity. Our goal is to educate one another. 



1 he Beat Within publishes the opinions and views expressed by the participants 
in our workshops. This is simply the pure voice of the youth. The views you 
read do not necessarily reflect those of the publisher, editor or staff. All rights 
are reserved. Nothing from this publication can be reproduced without our writ- 



To our writers: What you write could be hazardous to you. Your words have 
consequences, and could be used to incriminate you. Try to illuminate your 
feelings and viewpoints without running the risk of providing ammunition for 
those who might use vour words against vou. 
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Writers: Thanks to all the participants in our workshops in the San Francis- 
co, Maricopa County Arizona, Santa Clara, San Mateo, Alameda, Bernalillio 
County New Mexico, Santa Cruz and Marin County Juvenile Halls. If you have 
any questions or comments about The Beat Within, or if you would like to 
become a subscriber, contact us at: 275 Ninth St. SFCA. 94103 or call (415) 
503-4170 or check us out at: 

www.thebeatwithin.org 
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Project What!! 



The story that follows is an ongoing series from Bay Area 
youth sharing firsthand what it's like to have a parent in 
prison or jail. These young authors, all of whom participate 
in a program called Project WHAT! — We're Here and Talking, 
will continue to be featured in upcoming issues of The Beat 
Within. We hope you like what you have read thus far! The 
common thread tying together these authors' stories is 
that each of them has had a parent incarcerated. Not all of 
the youth focus directly on their parent's incarceration, but 
they write about their own struggles, successes, dreams, 
and goals. This week's story is by Marriah Humphrey. We 
hope the stories inspire you and give you insight into these 
young people's lives. 

I am proud to be the Program Director of Project WHAT! 
As Program Director, I have the opportunity to work closely 
with the talented and courageous group of teenagers 
and young adults who make up our team. Project WHAT! 
creates opportunities for the team to empower themselves 



From The Beat: Project WHAT! is becoming a fixture around here, 
and we are thrilled to have their words in our publication. This 
week, Marriah Humphrey steps up with her powerful piece titled, 
"Daddy's Little Girl." We hope to receive more of this fantastic work from 
our wonderful friends over at Project WHAT! We readers of The Beat 
Within want to thank not only you courageous writers, but director, 
Anna Wong, for allowing The Beat Withins readership a glimpse into 
the Project WHAT! world. 



and educate others by speaking out about parental 
incarceration. 

Project WHAT! is a program of Community Works, a 
nonprofit organization based in Berkeley, California. For 
more information, and to access the resource guide, call 
us at (510) 486-2340 or go online to: www.community- 
works-ca.org/programs/projectwhat.html. If you're a young 
person who has a parent incarcerated and want a copy of 
our resource guide, we'll mail you a free copy. We hope you 
enjoy these stories. 

-Anna Wong 
Program and Policy Director Project WHAT! 



Daddy's Little Girl 



If I hadn't woken up out of my sleep that night crying for my 
dad, how long would they have carried on with this lie about 
him working late? 

I was in kindergarten and for the past year I had been under 
the belief that my dad was working late nights at a hotel. That 
night when I started crying, my mom came in and sat down on 
my white princess bed with the pink flowers. "Daddy's gone." 
she said. "He's in jail." He was actually in prison but I didn't 
know that word yet so she said jail. It crushed my world. I was 
sad because if he was working at a hotel, he could come back 
anytime he wanted to, but knowing he was in jail meant he 
couldn't ever come. 

I was so used to having my dad around, and at four years old 
I was spoiled rotten. My dad never yelled at me and whenever 
my mom threatened to punish me he'd insist, "Don't spank 
her!" I felt like I had the best dad in the world, there was no one 
better. 

My dad was six foot one, with a smooth bald head and 
big biceps. We did everything together. We went swimming 
whenever I wanted to, jumping into the pool together, splashing 
around and playing. I always stayed close to him in the water. 
He exercised a lot, and I liked to jump rope next to him. I 
remember he used to jump rope really fast and I always wanted 
to jump fast like that. I didn't know how to do it though. I 
started out with the rope in front of me instead of behind me. It 
wasn't till I started school and a girl asked, "Why do you jump 
rope like that?!" that I realized I had been jumping backwards. 
My dad never told me I was doing it wrong because he didn't 
like making me sad. If anything hurt me, it hurt him too. My 
dad used to run next to me while I rode my bike. He always 
made sure I wore a helmet, elbow pads, kneepads and gloves. 
One time he was putting my helmet on and he snapped the 
skin under my chin by accident. It hurt and I cried. To this day 
he asks me if I forgive him for it. 

The day after I found out the truth about where my dad 
was, I went over to the house of my grandma, my dad's mom. 
My aunt was there too. I told them I knew and that I wanted 
to write my dad a letter telling him I knew. But when I got 
ready to write my letter and I was asking them how to spell 
stuff, they wouldn't tell me. I think they were upset with my 
mom for telling me, and thought "Well, maybe we can stop 
her from writing the letter." But that wasn't the case. Even 
though I couldn't write, I just drew him what I wanted to say. I 
remember drawing a man with little bars. 

After that first time I wrote him, it got harder for me. To 
this day I do not like writing him. I have a mental block on 
writing him. Maybe it's because I don't want to know that he's 
there. I'd rather not believe it. I only write him when report 
cards come and school pictures. 

When I was still living in Texas my grandma used to come 



take me to visit my dad. It was always awkward because 
my grandma and mom didn't really talk. Me being around 
was the only thing that kept them talking. Whenever I went to 
go visit my dad I always cried. He asked me about school, my 
friends, and what I did during the day. He always had candy 
in his pocket for me, usually candy canes because most of the 
time it was during Christmas that I'd get to visit. It was always 
a long time between visits because of the tension in my mom 
and grandma's relationship. 

We moved from Texas to California when I was about to 
start first grade. It was really far away. I just recently asked my 
dad if he knew why we moved and he said, "Because your mom 
wanted a new beginning, a chance to start over." 

My mom moved on in her life without my dad, and I guess I 
did too. I started to take my mom's side because I could see all 
her pain and frustration. Ever since that first time she told me 
my dad was locked up, my mom has been really straightforward 
with me about everything. Me and my mom's connection grew 
strong. I became and still am mama's baby girl. 

Watching my mom's struggle made me angry at my dad. 
Without him around, money was always an issue. Once my 
mom told me a story about how right before my dad went to 
prison they were about to buy a big yellow house in Texas. I 
always wonder what it would be like to live in Texas. I always 
wonder if I had stayed if I would have been that Southern belle 
with a deep accent. 

But instead here I am in California, far away. I saw my dad 
this summer, but before that it had been seven years since 
I had last seen him. We talk on the phone, and I guess we 
pretend like everything is normal because we always had a 
good relationship when I was little. But the truth is we just 
can't communicate like we used to. I like to joke around, 
but I've noticed he can't tell the difference between me being 
serious and sarcastic. The truth is, it's hard to talk to him 
about my life when there's so much of it he hasn't been around 
to experience with me. 

Now that I'm older, I can imagine how things could have, 
should have been. I remember reading a school newsletter and 
in the left corner there was a section about a daddy-daughter 
dance. The advertisement showed a little girl dancing with her 
dad and it made me so sad, knowing that I'd never get a chance 
to go to one. 

Sometimes I think back to how it was when I was four. If 
I had to choose between going with my mom or going with my 
dad back then, I'd choose my dad. I always wanted to be with 
daddy. But now it has been eleven long years, and hearing he 
is getting out soon just doesn't excite me in any way. I was 
in kindergarten when he went in, but by the time he gets out 
I'll be heading off to college. I want to be a daddy's girl and I 
sometimes say I am but it's just four-year-old me remembering 
how it used to be. 

-Marriah Humphrey, Project WHAT! 



///// 



I'm Sorry To My little Sister 

I'm sorry sister: sorry that I can't be with you, sorry that 
the good times we had are gone. Sorry that you went into 
foster care, that your father was never really a father. 
Sorry that your mother was always on drugs. Sorry that 
you were molested. I'm sorry that they throw away my 
letters to you; that they refuse my calls; that you have no 
one to guide you and look out for you anymore. I'm sorry 
that I can't help you. 

-Monk, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: Don't be sorry for the things you have no control 
over. You can only be sorry to a certain extent. Don't get caught up in 
thinking it's all your fault. Believe that one day you will get out, sooner 
than later, and be successful and get a hold of your sister, and do what 
you can't do by being locked up: and that's taking care of her, and being 
the loving brother that you know you are. Until then keep pushing and 
seek ways to connect with her. 



Lacing Little Brothers With Knowledge 

Well Beat, I really haven't took anybody under my 
wings, but when I get out, I'm gon have to take up some 
responsibility, know what I'm saying. 

My little brothers is out there following my footsteps, 
goin' down the path that leads them to places like this 
or worse. I need to lace them down wit' the facts about 
leading the life we gang bangas lead. I don't want them 
to feel the pain that I feel, go through the struggles I go 
through, and all them thangs. 

My mom tells me that they always wearing gang colors 
and fightin', and talking back, being bad in schoo' and 
doin' all that bad shhh. Damn! My olda brotha out there 
confused and not being the olda brotha he needs to be. I 
mean damn, uso got a kid and acting like he ain't even got 
one. What he needs to do is get a job and help my mom 
and pop to take care of his son and help pay the bills, but 
he hella lazy and shhh. 

Well, to make the whole story short, I needs to get out 
to help my lil' brothas think twice about what they wanna 
do wit' they life. 

Well, a'ight y'all, I needs to go. See safe, y'all. Stay 
(malosi). SA love. 

-Tiny Samoa, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: There is a lot of grown up wisdom in this piece, TS. 
We hope you put these wise words into practice when you do get out, 
because you are 1 00% right — your little brothers need you in their lives 
as the role model they don't have. Too many older brothers are willing 
to tell their siblings how to act, or to whip them if they do wrong, but 
very few are willing to do the one thing that really counts, and that's to 
live their lives in the way they want their younger brothers and sisters 
to live theirs. That's what it takes to be a role model, and that's what it 
means to be a big brother. Good luck. 



We//, to make the whole 
story short, I needs 
to get out to help my 
III' brothas think twice 
about what they wanna 
do wit' they life. 



What Is An Expert? 



What make a person an expert? 
Is it the amount of years that person went to school? 
Is it the amount of time that that person studied that 

particular subject? 
If that's the case, I think that the only thing that I'm 

expert on is myself. 

No one can truly say that they're an expert on any 

subject. 

People can study a subject like criminal justice for 20 

years and still not know everything. There is always 

something new that comes out that those people need 

to learn. 

I'm no expert at my chosen career, 

because if I was - then my clients would not keep 

coming back. 

If I was an expert, I'd be out of a job and would be 

looking for a new career, 

so like I said before the only thing that I'm even close to 

being an expert is me. 

I don't even think I'm much of an expert on myself. 

If I were, I would be making better decisions that will 

affect my life. 

So no, there's no such thing. 

-Near Expert, Santa Clara 

judging from this piece, you might not be an 



From The Beat: Well, 

expert on yourself but you are 

really makes us think. 



a clear, intelligent writer. This piece 




Rehab 



Misunderstood, I yell... unheard 

I beg, I plead, I promise 

No good, I whine, I cry, I curse 

Hear me out! 

I spill my heart, don't make me shout 

Rehab... no! I can't go there 

I don't belong, not that you care 

The needles, pills and pipes I've met 

Are just acquaintances, not friends 

I'm not an addict and not a fiend 

Your help's unwanted, why don't you leave? 

You'll let me out of juvy stalls 

Only to lock me up in four new walls? 

I hate you. You don't know who I am 

How would you know what's best for me then? 

-Lemmings, San Francisco 

From The Beat: We can't tell you if your rehab experience will be all 
negative or not. That may be up to you and the attitude you bring to 
it. But we can tell you that not everyone there is a fiend or even an 
addict. Still, there is much you can learn, even if its just about the 
chemical properties of those needles, pills and pipes, and the effects 
they have on your brain chemistry. (None of that can be "best" for you.) 
We understand why you'd scream about trading one locked facility for 
another (so would we), and we wish that were not the case. Still, we 
hope you can make the most of a bad situation. This poem tells us that 
you have a fine mind and that you can express your thoughts extremely 
well. We hope you'll write us when you get where you're going and 
describe what you find there. 



///// 



My Dad's Apologies Mean Nothing 

I think saying sorry sometimes is not enough. 

Like when my dad says sorry for not being there for 
me in a letter from prison, I know he just wants me to 
write him. If he was here, or was at my grandparents' 
house, he would just pass me by like I wasn't his kid. It's 
almost like he never even noticed me, or when he did, he 
acted as if I were some random little kid who comes to 
you and tries to speak to you - and you're like - who's 
this kid talking to. 

Well I'm not saying I'm like that, but I'm pretty sure 
you all know what I'm talking about. My dad tells me he's 
sorry all the time, but it's messed up that he only says it 
because he's locked up. 

One day, when I have a kid, I'm going to do everything 
I can to show my child I care for him. I'm going to be the 
father that I never had. 

-Jeff, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: Jeff, is it possible that your dad might be going through 
some changes? What if you were to write to him and tell him the kinds of 
things you're telling us? Do you think that you and your dad could have 
an honest conversation, through letters, that would make it possible for 
each of you to understand the other better? We don't really know if this 
is a good idea. Only you can answer that one. 



Sorry For Things I Did And Didn't Do 

I am sorry for the things I didn't do, and I am also sorry 
for the things I've done. To my mother, I am sorry for 
putting her through my pain and making her suffer for 
the things I've done. My mother is always there for me. 
Her and I have a bond. We go together like Baskin Robbins 
and To Go. And I wish I could rewind the past. My mother 
is my life. She makes me complete and not bein' able to 
see her or talk to her hurts. She even tucks me in, still, 
I'm not gone lie. 

This is my first time in the hall and I am going to 
change. This is a place where I have learned my lesson. 
Coming here woke my whole life up, and it hurts, because 
I am so far away. If my mother could come down here, she 
would, when people get visited in here. 

I'm a keep it so solid, 'cause I'm solid, one hundred 
percent. I lay down, pray, cry, and try to go to sleep. When 
I leave this place, I am to be seen different, an' change my 
life. 

I miss my family. I got a big family. I miss my music. 
In this place I've had time to think and pray and decide 
what I want to do when I get out. This place is not for me, 
nor some of the girls here. I'm going to go to school every 
day and just stay out of trouble. 

To everybody that reads this, please think before you 
do it, because, like I said, if I could rewind the time, I 
would. I would give up anything to be back at home and 
in school, to see my mom, sisters, brothers, family and 
friends, for I have made mistakes that will stick with me. 
But my future will change and so will I. 

My mother is what I can't stop thinking about. For 
me to make the stupid choice I did, I regret it. There's no 
way I can change or take back what I did, but I am happy 
that I will be transported back to Sacramento soon, so my 
mother can visit and I'll be out soon, a new person, for I 
am Darla. 

-Darla, San Francisco 

From The Beat: Some people get a sharp wake-up call, but still remain 
asleep, with their eyes closed to reality. Others — and this includes you 
— open their eyes suddenly, see how carelessly they've given up what 
they love so much, and make the profound changes they need to make 
to reverse course. We hope you show this wonderful piece of regret and 
renewal to your mother, because she will be very proud of you. We are 



Who's An Expert? 



Before I start, I want to say much respect to The Beat. 
Second, I want to tell my homies keep y'all heads up 
'cause we going to get out one day. 

First, I don't think I'm an expert because this is my 
first time being locked up. So I only know one side of the 
criminal justice system. But all these people that run the 
criminal justice that say they're experts, that's a damn 
lie. They only know one side. To be an expert, they would 
have to go through all the things we have to go through 
every day being locked up — the corrupt courts, the 
faulty lawyers, the egotistical staff, the staff that abuse 
the power that they have. From the strip searches to the 
garbage-ass food. From the short phone calls to the 45- 
min. family visits. From waking up at 7 a.m. and in the 
box by 9 p.m. To the staff taking break during your rec 
time to the staff not coming, meaning you not coming 
out the box. Being put on lockdown even if you're not 
doing anything wrong etc. 

They would have to go through all the trials, pre-trials, 
the holding cells, the fights, the detainees, everything. 
Being told what to do, can't really think for yourself. 
You're completely cut off from the outside world. All 
you get to see outside is the sky through your window 
because you have walls everywhere else. You only take 
three-minute showers. You got the DA who is paid "to 
make you stay in jail." Through phone calls you get to 
hear about everything you missing. 

This is my first time, and I been sittin' down for a 
min. Not hella long, but long for your first time. Then I 
know I'm going to miss my B-day, my birthday month. 
I'm in the stage when they start pushing you court back 
every two months. But I'm going to stay strong though 
and fight this 'til the end because I'm going to get out 
sooner or later. 

To all the people that think they experts, switch 
places with me and see through my eyes what you putting 
me through. To all the people that 'bout to sit down for 
a min. like me, keep yo' head up 'cause we going to get 
out. 

-Gold M, San Francisco 

From The Beat: We're about ready to put POW at the top of everything 
you give us even before we read it. This is nothing short of terrific! 
We get a lot of pieces that tell us they hate being here, but very few 
that list the reasons you describe here. (It reminds us a little of the 
Declaration of Independence when Thomas Jefferson wrote: 'The history 
of the present King of Great Britain is a history of repeated injuries and 
usurpations, all having in direct object the establishment of an absolute 
Tyranny over these States. To prove this, let Facts be submitted to a 
candid world." Having so clearly stated your reasons for wanting to be 
independent of this system, don't ever let yourself be enslaved again! 
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Thanks 



I've been in and out of this place multiple times and all 
times I have never met a counselor like Mr. Beltran. He's 
one of a kind. He's been there for me and other people 
whenever he can. He's helped me get back up when I 
thought I couldn't. He's brought my spirits up when they 
were down. He's taught me so many things about myself. 
He's opened my horizon and expanded my view on reality, 
on how life and the world really is. One tiling I really like 
about him is that he's straight up he doesn't hold back. 

There's one saying that Mr. Beltran always says. It's: 
"don't focus on the finger pointing to the moon or you'll 
miss all the heavenly glory". Basically what this means 
to me is don't focus on the things that are happening at 
the moment or you'll miss all the positive things and the 
heavenly glory that life has to offer. I take everything that 
Mr. Beltran says to me to heart, because I know that he 
actually does care and I'm not just a paycheck to him. I 
appreciate all that he has done for me and has taught me. 
And even at times when I thought it was all good he made 
me realize it really wasn't. 

As many times as I've been here, and to regular 
school, I have never met or have had a teacher like Ms. 
Neizvestny. She's a unique teacher. She encourages 
me and my fellow classmates to strive for something 
better, to be who we want to be and life isn't always full 
of negative people or things. There's much more to life 
than we think. She has been through so much stuff that's 
very heart breaking but she still keeps an open mind and 
she's never been judgmental with us. She orchestrates 
her own views and opinions with us and she has always 
been an honest person. She doesn't look at us as just a 
paycheck, or criminal, like most teachers do. She looks 
beyond our pink shirts and blue pants and our records. 
She looks within us because she knows that we allow 
ourselves to. She says "be the change you want to see" 
which to me means I have to be the change that I want 
to see in the world and be someone I would be proud to 
know. Having her as my teacher has given me a new and 
improved look on my education and how important it is. 
I actually look forward to going to school and getting an 
education. Thanks to her! 

These people mean so much to me and I hold them 
very close to my heart. Thanks to their help and support 
my standards and expectations are much higher than 
ever. I also don't limit myself due to my current or past 
situations and struggles, under any circumstances. I 
would just like to thank them so much for believing in me 
and also for not giving up on me when I was stubborn and 
when times were very difficult. They've been there for me 
through thick and thin. I just hope that five or ten years 
from now they'll still be in my life but just in a different 
setting. You guys means a lot to me. There're no words 
to explain or describe it. Thank you Mr. Beltran and Ms. 
Neizvestny. 

-Jessica, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: What can we say? You have said it all Jessica. A good 
teacher and counselor is a priceless jewel. You are lucky. 



I have taken a few youngsters 

under my wing. 

Usually, It was someone 

I could see myself In 



Under My Wing 



During times when I was doing well on the outs, 

I have taken a few youngsters under my wing. 

Usually, it was someone I could see myself in. 

Taking someone under your wing is a very respectable 

thing. 

It means you are looking out for someone. 

It's very uncommon to find somebody who is actually 

concerned 

with your best interest. 

There have been a few who have taken me under their 

wings 

when I was growing up, and I always appreciated it. 

So I feel it is my duty to do the same. 

-Jackson, Santa Cruz 

From The Beat: We've watched you sprout your wings Jackson, and if 
you'll keep your focus, they'll turn out to be very powerful wings. You'll 
fly far with them and do good things. 
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's An Expert? Me! 

Everybody is an expert at something or other, crime or 
school, whatever. I'm an expert at jackin' and conspiracy. 
You gotta plan it out and carry it out, seek and destroy, 
catch 'em when they least expect it. But besides that, so 
people don't think I'm "criminal", it's a lot of people who 
think they're experts in the criminal justice system, but 
in reality they can't even figure out why we commit the 
crimes and murders that are committed. We don't rob 
and kill people just because (well, most of us don't). 

If half of us had a family that cared or a better 
environment to live in, or maybe if the government didn't 
supply us with everything we need (cocaine, heroin, guns, 
and opportunity) to commit the crimes, they wouldn't 
be committed. Or if there were more positive male role 
models in our community to set more positive examples 
instead of yo' thug uncle, crackhead daddy, and prostitute 
mama who don't show you no love and force you to make 
yo' own way before you ready to be on your own... or 
maybe somebody to take you under their wing... so you 
take somebody else under yours. 

I'm an expert at rollin' blunts and smokin' hella weed 
and drankin' hella privilege and eighteen-hundred and 
shhh, but on the flipside, I'm a expert speaker and reader. 
On the other flip side, I'm a expert at shootin' and robbin', 
but on the other flip side, I'm a expert on computers... so 
everything gotta flipside, even this paper. 

- G Baby, Alameda 

From The Beat: You've got a clear-eyed perspective on what's going on 
in the world. Great reporting. As for you, we hope that you use your 
quick wit and talents in ways that will keep you out of jail. Maybe you 
can "seek and destroy" some of the policies of control and manipulation 
that hold people back in the hood! 
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Sorry Just Ain't Enough 

What's crackin' Beat? Well man, I just had court and was 
hoping to get released once again. 

I wrote a letter to the judge and apologized for coming 
back this fourth time. I said sorry about five times in 
the letter and I really meant it. I let her know I wouldn't 
come back ever again and that I wanted to go to school 
and was already enrolled. I apologized for violating my 
curfew three times. But I guess sorry just ain't enough 
for her. Sorry can't fix everything and I wish it would, but 
unfortunately it doesn't. Now, she sentenced me to 45 
days and then I go on EMP once again. 

It ain't nothing, but I hate the fact that I could have 
been out their with my family and homies but instead I'm 
in here, because saying sorry just ain't enough. 

So stay up and think before your actions. Late. 

-Judy, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: It seems like you've learned the true lessons about 
saying sorry, which is that you must 'think before your actions.' Perhaps 
you should have written that in the letter to the judge. 



Taken Someone Under My Wings 

I haven't really taken someone under my wings, but 
I'm planning to do so when I'm done doing my time and 
is released back to "life." It's my uncle's youngest son 
which he is around four by now. He is already bad and 
hard headed like me when I was younger. 

I would try and prevent him from growing up around 
stuff that I know it would be bad influence on him. Fma 
start growing up around him and leading him in the right 
directional until he's old enough to lead his own road. 
But until then, I'm having him under my wing! 

My uncle, which is his dad, did some hard times back 
then too, and now I'm seeing my uncle is trying to prevent 
me from following his steps. But I messed up by not 
listening, so I ended up here. Sometimes I think about it, 
I should've taken my homies in a better direction so we 
could live a better, happier life. Until then, I'm just hoping 
for better days... 

A'ight Beat I'm out of time. Latez! 

-Viet Ox, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: We hope you can guide your little nephew along a better 
path than the one you've been walking. The only way to do that (after 
you get out of this situation) is to walk a better path yourself, because 
no matter what you tell him, he will always follow what he sees you 
doing and not what he hears you saying. Good luck. 



Sorry Isn't Enough 

You told me sorry once, and I forgave you. 
You told me sorry once again, I told you one more 

chance. 

I told you we were through, yet so many chances. 

So many times, no I finally think its time to let you go. 

It hurts so much to know how much you lied and tried 

to stay true. 

That's exactly what you told me you would do. 

You told me you wouldn't cheat or lie or mess with my 

mind, 

but you're nothing but a lie 

so please just keep walking out of my life. 

I'm tired of lying in my bed crying and wondering what I 

did wrong. 

- Kristen, Land Of Enchantment 

From The Beat: The first thing Kristen, you did nothing wrong. It was 
your partner that did wrong by lying and cheating. Now it's time to 
move on and stop wondering, and live the life you truly need. Powerful 
piece! 



Taking Someone Under You Wing 

The person that I want to take under my wing is my little 
brother. It's because I want to see him succeed in life. My 
little brother is going to turn seven years old in a week, 
and I'm not going to be there for his birthday. 

When I get out, I want to show him what's good — what 
not to do, and what to do. Like get into books, sports, 
and other smarter specialties. I hope he doesn't follow my 
tracks that I've set down. That's the person I want to take 
under my wing. 

-New Booty, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: The tracks that you've set down led you here, but you 
can't redirect your steps onto new tracks, and that is the way to teach 
your little brother what is good and what is not. By allowing yourself 
to be taken out of his life, he is paying a price just like you are, except 
that he has done nothing to deserve. Remember this when you're back 
together with him. He needs you as a role model by watching what 
you do. What you tell him won't compare to what you show him. Good 






Sorry Aii't Enu|i? 



What up Beat, well to me sorry ain't enough. The reason 
why is because some times people say sorry just to make 
things better. 

Like the other day I was in court and I had to plea no 
contest too armed robbery which I didn't do, and I had to 
speak to the victim, so I said sorry to something that I 
shouldn't of. I regret it now, I feel like a coward, but I had 
to say it that way, so I might get a break at sentencing. 
Because, I ain't even trying to see the Pen, and that's real 
talk. 

-Mac Dre, Land Of Enchantment 



-Mac Dre, Land Of Enchantment 

From the Beat: That is the problem these days people say they are sorry 
just to benefit themselves, not for the true meaning of the phrase, "I'm 
Sorry". Had you not pled to something you didn't do, you never would 
have had to say "I'm Sorry", but that is a choice and reasons only you 
will truly know. 
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I Have To Forget Graffiti 

Back when I was a graffiti artist in the streets of Richmond, 
I took a ten-year-old kid under my wing. The reason I took 
him under my wing is because he was still very young and 
every other vandal used to talk shhh about how ugly his 
tags are. I really wanted to teach him, because when I first 
started, everyone used to talk hella shhh about me and 
how ugly my shhh is. But I did not have anybody to teach 
me; I had to get "clean" on my own. 

I first met the kid at a creek painting and I had helped 
him on his piece, taught him how to do "cleanups," and 
all the basics. After I got really really "clean," everybody 
wanted me in their crews, and that is how I waanted it to 
be for the kid — everyone wanting him. After I got him to 
get really clean, we started doing legal pieces together, 
where we would get paid for doing graffiti on someone's 
store. 

The only thing I do not like about this story is that 
when I got arrested for tagging in Berkeley. That week 
I stopped tagging, because I almost got sixteen felonies 
just for tagging, so I quit, and I feel as if I let him down, 
because I used to always tell him, "Never stop, no matter 
what," and I stopped. I just can't take the fines and jail 
time anymore, so forget graffiti! 

-Don, Marin 

From The Beat: That's really sad, that you feel you have to give up 
something you feel so passionate about and that you sound like you're 
so talented at doing. Why don't you try to get a job as a graphic 
artist? Maybe for a magazine? Or for storyboards for cartoons? Or for a 
company that specializes in outdoor building design? Or commercials or 
ads? There must be some way you can morph your talent into a career 
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Sorry 






Today I am going to write about saying the word "sorry. 77 
Damn! I don't remember how many times I have said that 
word. Said it too many times. To be honest, I said sorry 
a lot of times and a lot of those times I did not mean it. I 
was in a messed up situation and "sorry" helped me get 
out of it. 

One time that I do remember saying sorry was when 
my mother kicked me out the pad 'cause I was acting a 
fool. She couldn't take it any more. Well, when I finally 
went back home, I told my mother I was sorry for stressin' 
her out and making her cry. So that's one time that I can 
remember I meant the word sorry. I am sorry mother for 
having you stressing right now. 

-Chico, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: We admire you for being honest, and for your sincere 
sorrow to your mother for putting her through the stress she's feeling. 
How did it make you feel when you honestly you're your mother that 
you were sorry? We have to ask you whether your expression of "sorry" 
to her will translate into the only thing that really counts, and that's 
actions. Do you plan to change anything about your life when you're on 
the outs so that your words will be backed up with deeds? 



Getting Away With Things 



I never cheated on my girlfriend or cheated someone 
out of something, but I have done some things I wa 
suppose to and got away with it. 

I think committing crimes is like gambling with your 
freedom every time you do something bad you're rolling 
the dice with your life. I've done some bad things in my 
life the kind of shhh that you only see in the movies. 

I had people tell me that I was a bad person and I had 
evil in me. 

I tried so hard to stay out of the system, and I knew 
that if I kept doing the things I did, I would end up locked 
up and that's what happened. 

I thought I could stay above the law but the truth is no 
one is above the law. 

Well the main thing I'm trying to say is all the bad 
things you do in life will eventually catch up with you. 

-Xnotoriousviet, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: Thanks for the thoughtful piece X man, you write with 
honesty and this is what makes you such an important piece to The Beat 
puzzle. We so look forward to hearing from you down the road. AS for 
the number "75" we so believe you as to why you want to include it in 
your name, but, we figure it will only get more complicated when other 



I'm an expert on girls. I'm always pulling girls. I can't help 
it if I was born like that. I'm just a G about my shhh. 

People are always like: "Man, I pull hella girls." They 
front. 

I just know the right thing to say. I'm not saying I 
can get any girl, who can? I'm not disrespecting none 
of the ladies out there. I got a sister and a mom I love 
very much. What you do if a girl turns you down is you 
be polite and say something smooth. You walk away and 
slowly and they always call you back. But if they try to 
blow you off before they even talk to you, that's when you 
say something shady. Or just tell a girl: "Take down my 
number so if you want to get at me, than its good and if 
you don't, just don't call." You can never lose. Well, this 
won't work for all fools. If you ugly, you're on your own. 
That's a lil* game for you fools. 

- Kapone, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: Forget eHarmony - you should start your own advice 
column! We think this is actually pretty good advice to give, but does it 
really always work? 
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Hey, what's up Beat? It's gots to be me, Little Elizabeth, 
back in here for taking the rap for the one I love. Well, he's 
getting out soon, too bad he's with the big boys, so I can't 
see him.... I got court shortly, so keep me in your prayers. 
I'm praying for the best and leaving it up to God. 

Well honestly, I say sorry a lot and mean it, but for 
some people it doesn't cut it. I'm learning to prove that 
I'm sorry instead of saying it - like handling my business 
and staying out of trouble for staff. I let down a lot of 
them because they helped me out and got me an early 
release before. 

I'm thankful for all the staff that helped me - especially 
the girls' staff, also Mr. Cassio and my father figure Mr. 
Beltran. I'm also trying to prove to my family that I'm 
sorry. I want to get out and go to school and graduate to 
show them I'm thankful for them and I'm also sorry for all 
these mistakes. 

I also need to really prove myself to the one and 
only God, Jesus Christ, for being here for all of us, even 
though we don't call on him. I'm trying to prove to him 
by attending church and Bible studies, and reading in the 
Bible. 

I want to all say sorry to my man, for not being out 
there with him, to help him with his struggles. Last 
but not least, my PO Mrs. Anguano: I'm truly sorry for 
stressing you when I was on the run. I was just going 
through it. Well thank all you for everything. 

-Elizabeth, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: Wow, it seems like this topic really hit home with you 
and allowed you to express your feelings towards a lot of people in your 
life. The most important thing you said here was that you are learning 
to change instead of just apologizing after the fact. Very, very wise. 



Under Their Wings 

There are two people who have taken me under their 
wings. They are Rudy and Stella M. They are my parents 
through marriage. They told me to go to school, told me 
not to do drugs, told me not to steal. I failed them. They 
took care of me. They bought me everything I wanted. But 
I spit it back in their faces. I wish I never did it. Sometimes 
I wish they'd never picked me up -just so I wouldn't have 
failed them. 

I was two months old, my mom was on heroin, there 
was poop in my diapers, and I was hungry. Those parents 
helped me live. I would have died if not for them. I love 
them with all my heart and I am sorry for letting them 
down. 

-Luke, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: You'll get another chance to be a good son. In the 
meantime, make sure they get a copy of this. It will make them feel a 



Time being locked up doesn't do anything good for you. 
It just makes you mad being taken from the ones you 
love. The anger builds up in you. You try to fight, but your 
feelings overcome. 

You don't have to do time or programs to make you 
change. It's about how you feel, if you tired of makin' 
people sad, your mom's cryin'. 

-Feeling Wit'in, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: We agree with you that being taken from your loved 
ones and put behind walls doesn't do anything to make you change for 
the better (even though it might make you think twice the next time). 
Yes, change is about how you feel. So tell us, how do you feel? Are you 
tired of making your moms cry? Will there be a change in your life? 
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Under Your Wing 

The warmest place in the world, 

Is under the wing of an OG, 

Some one who makes you feel loved, 

Never thought that person could be me, 

You get so used to the warmth, 

That for some reason you don't want to get old, 

Because sooner or later you must leave his wing 

And that's when you'll realize this world gets cold 

You gain exposure to the ugly side 

And slowly your heart fills with hate, 

Now you see they turned their back, 

An' you want to get out, 

But now it's too late... 

-LG, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: In a way, you've described the transition from being a 
child (warm under the wing of a caring adult) to being an adult, facing 
an uncaring world. But even though it may seem like "its too late" to 
get out, it never really is too late. We've known too many people much 
deeper into it than you who have made that difficult choice. From 
where you sit, all your choices are difficult. We hope you make the right 



Say Sorry 



Sorry, sorry I gave you that mentality, 

Sorry I showed you the way to walk, 

Sorry I showed you the way to talk, 

Sorry I showed you how to wear you' clothes, 

I'm sorry that I gave you that hate, 

Sorry I've showed you the violence, 

I'm sorry you followed my footsteps, 

I should have never let you pick up that knife, 

Now you're facing life with no parole, 

I'm sorry I led you into that deep dark hole 

With no way out but death, 

Sorry that I let you slip ad fall, 

I should've put out my hand and helped you get up 

Now I feel like I just got stuck, I'm bleeding to death And 

my last words to you 

Is I'm sorry that you went through this struggle, 

'Cause all we got is life and I took that away 

I'm sorry. 

-LIT B, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: There is a lot of pain and guilt in this sad piece of regret. 
We don't know who you are addressing, but we hope at least some of 
our Beat readers can learn from what you've written that even "sorry" 
cannot change some things. More than 1,000 years ago, the great 
Persian poet (now Iran), Omar Khayyam, wrote: 'The Moving Finger 
writes; and, having writ. Moves on: nor all your Piety nor Wit Shall lure 
it back to cancel half a Line, Nor all your Tears wash out a Word of it." 
It was true then; it is true now. 



First Day Of High School 

Yesterday was the first day of school. It was supposed to 
be the first day of high school for me. I didn't experience 
it, so I'm going to write about how I planned it to be. 

I would wake up in the morning and get driven to 
school by my friend. Once I get dropped off, I would join 
my group of friends and start talking about how excited 
we are. I would go to all my classes and try not to get into 
trouble. After school, I would call my girlfriend that I used 
to be with and spend time with her for a bit. After that, 
I would go back to the neighborhood and chill for a In", 
then go back home in time for dinner. 

-Chinese Boy, San Francisco 

From The Beat: Reading this made us very sad because we can see how 
much you were looking forward to this day, which is now lost forever. 
Even if you've missed this particular day, there will be other days of 
eagerness and excitement. We hope other young people reading this 
will understand that some things, once gone, can never return. Stay 
strong. 
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Is Saying Sorry Enough 

In my opinion, I think that saying sorry is enough if you 
really mean it. 'Cause I really felt sorry for that paisano 
who I hurt because I could've taken his life, or he could've 
taken mines. And if that would've happened, we would 
have to live with it for the rest of our lives. 

So I wish I could say sorry to him, and especially his 
family, because they were flrme with me. But I hope that 
next time he thinks about it before he attacks someone 
because I think it was his fault, and other people might 
not know him or his family and they won't give him a 
chance. 

So once again, I'm really sorry for what I did and mis 
respectos for his familia and also to all that raza. Keep 
trucha. 

-Sorpresas, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: We admire you for having the guts to admit you are 
sorry for what went down. It takes a man to admit his sorrow, and that 
tells us that you are maturing into responsible behavior. We hope you 
don't find yourself in a future situation where you'll have to say sorry 
for something like this. Thank you for sharing this story. 



Learned My Lesson 



What's up wit' The Beat? It's ya boy Chunky. Me? Just 
chillin' wit' the homies. But anyway, I went to court 
yesterday and I pleaded guilty and I go back to court on 
the 10th of September. I'm also kind of happy that they 
drop five of my charges out of seven. But at the same 
time, I'm mad because I'm charged wit' car jackin' and 1 
assault. 

I've been here for like almost four months. I really 
can't take this shhh. If the judge let me go home, I will 
go to school, get a job and take care of my family. I also 
volunteer to do community hours for the Juvenile Justice 
Center to help my probation. But I learned my lesson, I 
really did. I also wanna say reality hit me really hard. All 
I ask for is one more chance to do good. I really can't 
spend another night in these halls. 

I want to go to college play football. I also want to 
be a hustler, a legit hustler. But that's all I got to say for 
tonight. Peace out. Ya boy Chunky. 

-Chunky, San Francisco 

From The Beat: What is the lesson you've learned? We guess it's that 
"slow and steady" wins the race, while the fast lane is littered with car 
wrecks! What kind of legit hustle are you looking to do? In order to go 
to college, even to play football, you must do well in high school and 
get your diploma. How close are you to achieving that goal? When you 
say you can't take one more day in this place, we hope you remember 
that feeling when you are free to make your own choices again, because 
if you forget, it only gets worse! Good luck! 



Expression i 

Looking into my bloodshot eyes 

Would scare a square to death 

Poverty, murder, violence 

And never a moment to rest 

Good times are treasured by few 

But cherished by people like me 

Because I realize I must return 

Back to my place in poverty 

But I rather be stricken blind 

Than to live life without expression of mind 

-Clapa, San Francisco 

From The Beat: It's a national disgrace that we allow children to grow up 
in the conditions you describe as "poverty, murder, violence." Maybe one 
day the country will wake up and see that this is as much of a national 
emergency as our so-called "War on Terror." In any case, we are always 
grateful to meet people who think — whether in here or out there. Keep 
doing it! 
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One Day, My Actions Will Match My Words 

Is saying sorry enough for me? No! To me I feel actions 
prove everything. The funny thing about it is I always tend 
to say I apologize to my family for something I did, and 
seems like every time I say sorry, they believe me. It's 
like they got an unlimited amount of faith in me. I guess 
to them that's their way of showing me that they love me 
though it seems like I continue to show no improvement. 
I fail myself and them. Then I feel sorry for myself because 
of the pain I have inflicted on them. But I have faith in 
myself that one day the right opportunity is going to come 
around, and I'm going to make an achieving impact. 
RIP (Mom) aka Stormy. 

-Cuba, San Francisco 

From The Beat: We wonder if this "unlimited amount of faith" that 
your family continues to show you has helped or hurt you to act more 
responsibly? We wonder, for example, if they had shown some doubt 
in your words after you disappointed them a few times, whether that 
might have been like ice water in your face. Regardless, we know you 
have it in you to achieve that positive impact and to make both them 
and you proud. Yes, actions speak louder than words. Now's the time 




I Might Laugh 
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Yeah I might smile, 
Yeah I might laugh, 

I might giggle, 

But that ain't jack 

Shhh ain't funny to me, 

Time is on my side, 

And I ain't got nothin' to lose . 

I lost everything already, 

Axcept my girl, love, family, self respect and loyalty, 

My name don't even exist anymore, 

I'm nothin' but a number, 

'Cause I'm stuck in this man's system. 

Yeah I'm real, yeah I'm loved.... what I'm talkin' 'bout. 

Be free. 

- J-Money, Alameda 

From The Beat: Your name exists for as long as you continue to write in 
your own name. That's how you keep from becoming a number. But you 
know that already. You ARE real, you ARE loved. 



Is Saying Sorry Enough? 



Saying sorry isn't enough when it comes to the justice 
system. People only say sorry when they're caught and 
get in trouble, if they never got caught they wouldn't care. 
Even if you said sorry and meant it, it doesn't matter. 

When you do something bad to someone no matter 
how many times you say sorry to the person the pain 
from what you did to them is still going to be there. I 
think talking doesn't solve anything if you want to prove 
that you're sorry do something about it, don't talk. 

-Xnotoriousviet, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: Saying sorry doesn't make up for a lot of things. If 
you're truly sorry about what you did or somebody did than somebody 
would show how sorry they are by not doing "it" again. Showing 
somebody you care about their feelings is what's gonna do it 'cause any 
sleazy person can straight up lie through their teeth. 



Racist-Ass Flag 

Nowadays people are using racism as a way to express 
hate towards others and to disrespect them. I don't 
understand why some blacks/ Afro-Americans call me 
"wetback" knowing that they were forced to come to 
America. They crossed the Atlantic Ocean on a boat with 
nasty and abnormal conditions! They were called the "n" 
word and were treated as slaves. 

Then white people call us Mexicans "beaners" 
knowing they came from the east and Europe to conquer 
us on the Gold Rush. That's why some of us Mexicans 
call them (white people) tampons because they are white 
and turn red. 

Anyways, there's no need for me to go into details, 
I'm just saying it's really wrong to be called a name that 
puts us down, and refer us to things that shouldn't have 
anything in comparison to us. I think, well, it's like "I 
know" we need to stop this childish, stupid name calling. 
We all live in the same country, and as inmates, we should 
keep it cool... not necessarily be together, but at least 
have respect, specially black/ browns. 

-C-Los, San Francisco 

From The Beat: We absolutely agree with you (which means that even 
that nickname "tampons" is another example of what you're complaining 
about). Isn't it strange that each group thinks that its experience is the 
only one that counts and that only they can understand oppression. 
Maybe if more blacks understood how the white Europeans stole the 
land for their own benefits, they would not be so quick to express their 
prejudice. It requires educating people about all of our experiences, and 
that requires schooling. Anyway, this is an excellent piece and we thank 
you for writing it. 
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I'm thinking about my ex lately. I still dream about him 
and I still love him. I can't move on. I want to give him a 
second chance. We been through so much — fights, the 
block, our own personal stuff, parties, everything. I still 
was there supporting him, being by his side, ridin' with 
him and still do my things. 

We had a coo' relationship. When I got locked up the 
first time in '05, our relationship went downhill. I didn't 
see or talk to him for six, seven months. We met again 
and got back together, but it wasn't the same. I was in 
a program, he wasn't, so I didn't see him as much. We 
been together for two years, and when I had got out and 
finished my program, I was happy. 

He got locked up and I was going to wait 'til he got 
out. But on January 26th, 2007, I found out he cheated 
on me and still was, and I knew the female. And I was with 
her, and he had found out I was with her that night. He 
called her phone, asking for me, trying to apologize and 
get me back. I broke up with him. It hurt so bad. 

He been writing me this whole time I've been in here, 
supporting me. He said, "Sorry," and that he wants me to 
be with him again. It's hard. I love him. We both locked up, 
but that was messed up. I felt stupid and all his homies 
knew and nobody said anything to me. 

I was a good girlfriend. I supported him and was there 
for him, but is coo'. He will always be my first love. We 
still friends. It's coo'. He wants me to marry him and have 
his kids, that I will always be his lady. He said that before 
and I don't believe it, but we will see what the future 
would hold for Lobo and Hitters — Bonnie and Clyde. 

I will always be a rider. If we ever get back with each 
other, ain't nobody getting in between us. But, hey, 'til 
now we stay friends and take care of our business and 
think about what we want. We gotta be faithful, strong, 
and a changed person, but, hey, 'til now I'm happy that I 
feel love for somebody. 

-Young Hitters, San Francisco 

From The Beat: We're giving you the co-pow for this because of how 
well you write and the details you share with us. Still, we can't help 
but worry about your future (with him or without him). There is no pain 
like the pain of first love lost. And even though we believe in second 
chances, we also know how easy it is to make promises, and to spin a 
scenario in your head about what freedom will bring when you're not 
free. We hope you remain friends, but the rest...? The one thing you 
wrote that we know you cannot know is that you will always be a rider. 
No one knows what's around the next corner, or even if there will be a 
next corner, so don't be so sure that the photo of your life today will 
always look as it does today. Change is absolutely inevitable in all our 
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We Need Strong Leaders 



I belive everyone of us who has experienced something 
in life, and said, "I learned a lot from that," should take 
somebody under their wing whether it be a neighbor, 
friend or little brother. 

We should take this generation under our wings 
like they were the last... With global warming the future 
doesn't look so bright. Without a generation under us, 
being stronger, smarter and more disciplined we as a 
people need to bring up the youngs tas! 

This world doesn't need any more Bush's we need 
strong leaders! We need people who will take charge of 
the responsibility to keep our species alive, with every 
country trying to get nuclear power for defense? 

What does it look like for our country to tell other 
countries they can't have weapons of mass destruction 
and we have ones ourselves? This wouldn't happen if we 
had strong leaders. 

-Kyshon, Alameda 

From The Beat: Rarely do we get political pieces that speak volumes and 
your truly does. You are right, we need strong role models and leaders 

So do you part and make a 



for our future, 
difference! 



You . 
and it does start with us. 



Para Mi Jefita 



My mom means the world to me 

I'm too much of a scary-ass to say, "Dispensa, Jefita" 

(Sorry) 

For all wrong that I've done to her 

I deserve to be abandoned by her 

My mom always told me, "Porque, Mija?" (Why) 

"Porque me haces esto? Como tu madre vo meresco 



respecto" 

(Why do you do this to me? I'm your mother and I deserve 

your respect) 

While I was with the homies 

Not givin' a damn about her and mi familia 

She was at home, tired and worried, waiting for me 

I'd complain to her, telling her 



Son puras chingaderas que me valen verga!" 

(Why do you wait up for me if all you tell me 

is my homies are worthless and bad?) 

And in response, she'd tell me 

"A los hijos les espera pa' bendecirlos en las noches 

Mija, yo se que andas en las pandillas 
Yo se en el desmadre que andas por eso te espero" 

(1 cqv nrawrc fnr vnn at nirfVit hppancp vmi nrp in a cfancfl 



Damn 
You know how messed up I treated her 

Now I'm locked up 

And she the only one coming to see me 

Every single day! 

She my down-ass home girl...lol 

But en serio 

Es una jefita a quien le doy mi respecto 

(It's my mama and I give her respect) 

Dispensa, jefita (sorry, mama) 

La quiero mucho y la amo mucho 

Que dios me perdone por ser carbrona con usted 

(I love her. God forgive me for treating you bad) 

Le prometo ser buena hija pa' usted 

(I promise to be a good daughter) 

Love you! 

Con mucho carino, tu cholita 

(With lots of love, your little gangster) 

-Vaga, San Francisco 
From The Beat: Sometimes we do things that leave us regretting for 
the rest of our lives. Only you (and the future) can know if this is one 
of those times, because only you (and the future) can tell us if you will 
keep that important promise to be the daughter she loves and needs. 
This is a beautiful piece, and we hope you live up to every word of it. 



This Hard Life 
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What's up Beat! If I had a video camera I would take you 
through my life so you can see what I been though in my 
life. 

It was hard for me growing up. I lived with my mom 
and my three sisters. I am the only boy and the oldest. My 
dad was never there for me and my sister. So I was mostly 
the man of the house. I seen my mom cry every night 
because she never had money for the rent and we always 
get kicked out. It was really hard for me knowing I can't 
help. 

-Johnathan, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: We admire your honesty on this topic. We can only 
imagine what your life has been like for you, your mom and your sisters. 
What are the plans you have for yourself? Do you see a way out of this 




Kiaka 



My daddy always told me hustling was the way of life, 

but my moma always told me that wasn't right. 

When I got a bit older I wanted to live that life 

until my daughter Kiaka was brought to life. 

Now she's old enough to understand the way of life 

and always ask me if I was in the right. 

She used to tell me she wants to follow in my footsteps 

until one day I wrote her a letter that says... 

I'm sorry honey that I am not home and please don't 
follow in my footsteps they're really wrong. Now I stare at 
the blank walls before me and wish I would have listened 
to your granny. I know you didn't know your granny too 
well, but I think she was the greatest person in the world. 
I'm sorry dear Kiaka you have to live this life and please 
remember... don't follow in my footsteps! I know you 
gone make it in the world and always remember you're 
mommy's little girl! Always, Your Mommy. 

- Dymplaes De O' Hoise, Alameda 

From The Beat: What a heart felt piece you wrote on topic. We assume 
you are fortunate to have family to take care of your daughter while you 
are away. By the way, tell us more about your mom! Is she still around? 
What happened to her? AS for Kiaka, what are you going to do to help 
your little one have a life a whole lot better than the life you have been 
living. The time is now to start taking the responsibility. 
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My Life Story, by 



What's up Beat! This yo' homie Indio once again coming at 
y'all from the 'town and hopefully this is my last time y'all 
will ever hear from me, useless you hear about me in the 
Oakland newspaper cause I'm out this thing in about two 
weeks. So by now as you read this I'm already on the outs. 
Peace! 

Well, what I'm writing about if five years ago, now and 
five years from now. I got this subject from The Beat Within 
papers. Well here it goes.... 



Part 1: Five years ago... 
I was eleven years old and living in the state of Mississippi 
with my mom brothers, and sister. When I was ten and a 
half my mom took my brother sister and me down south 
to show us where she was born and where her homeland is 
and where half our roots come from. 

I say "roots" 'cause we're half native and half Mexican. 
But me, I'm from the 'Town, born at Highland Hospital and 
raised at East Oakland. But anyways, while I was down 
there in Mississippi I was hella bad, cause I was breakin' 
into people's houses and was always kickin' it with older 
homies who always smoke and drank every day. I really 
never kicked it with people my age, I don't know why. 

But one day my eleventh birthday came up and one of 
the homies passed me a blunt and told me to hit it from 
my birthday. Then after that I started smokin' cigarettes 
(Newports). 

Damn, I'm just sitting here in my cell thinking about 
how bad I was when I was little.... I did go to Juvenile Hall 
down there too, 'cause I kept breaking into people's houses, 
more houses than I remember, and at that time, that day I 
had my first beer too, 'cause I remember I went to the Hall 
for my first time, hella on one. But drinkin' was never my 
thing at the time, 'cause I didn't like the taste. Then two 
years later I turned thirteen and my mom asked me what I 
wanted for my birthday .. and I told her I wanted to go back 
to Oakland , California, 'cause I missed my dad, but that was 
a lie. I never liked my dad 'cause he was never there when I 
needed him, but I just wanted to cut from down there cause 
it was hella weak and boring, ain't shhh to do down there. 

So one day for my late birthday present, my mom and 
me caught a plane back to Oakland CA, just to visit for a 
week. So we stayed for a week, and when it was time to go 
back down there, I messed up and caught a case up here, 



\ 



and guess what my case was.... 

It was for breaking into someone's house. 

So then I went to court the next day and the judge 
wouldn't let me go back to Mississippi 'cause my mom 
asked if I could go back but he said no. My mom was hella 
mad, but I was hella glad cause I didn't want to go back 
there. Anyways, so we stayed and bought a house and then 
my mom sent some money to my brother and sister so they 
could come back to the 'Town. 

Part Two: Now 
The year is 2007 and I'm sixteen years old and I'm in the 
hall right now. And it's my eighth time I've been in here. I 
stay in and out of jail, I really don' t go to school no more, 
unless I'm in jail. I still be smokin' weed and cigarettes, I 
drink hard now, mostly every weekend. I still be robbing 
people, but not no more houses. I'm in a gang, I've been 
gang banging for years. 

I've been shot at hella times and really shot two times 
already. I've been stabbed once in the neck. I like to steal 
people's cars now. I used to sell weed. I be stayin' out 
all night, and don't come home until three or four in the 
morning. And I really don't care no more, and I don't care if 
I live or die. I don't give a "F" who's reading this either. 

Why don't I care? 

Because it's dirty! 

Part Three: Five Years From Now 
Five years from now. ... I'll be 21, that's if I'm still alive the 
way I'm going. 'Cause y'all know gang bangers don't live 
long, and I'ma bang until my casket goes 6 feet deep. 
#1.1 could be locked up for the rest of my life 
#2. I could be dead in the streets of Oakland 
#3. 1 really don't think there's a #3. 

-Indio, Alameda 

From The Beat: You don't think there's a 03? Well lets try one on. 
"After I started writing and talcing a look at my life, and after getting 
encouragement from a lot of people who saw brains, heart, and value in 
me, I started thinking about changing my life. I thought about all the 
people who had died, about all my mom's tears. I thought about how 
on both sides of my bloodline, the system had stolen land and self- 
respect from my people, and how at the top of the system there were 
plenty of people glad to see me and my loved ones dying for the streets. 
I thought about all these things - and about my the value of my life on 
this planet... I thought about how success was the best revenge. I decided 
to be successful. I studied in jail, and when I got out, I hooked up with 
a program that helped me pay for community college. After two years of 
that (I got good grades 'cause I'm hella smart), I transferred, and now I'm 

working towards a degree in and I have a part time job to help give 

me money on top of student loans and also keep me out of trouble." We 
can see that as a real number 3. Can you? 



Is Saying Sorry Enough? 



What does "sorry" really mean? Do you ever think of where 
that word comes from? What does it actually mean to be 
sorry? Does anyone really know or could they give you a full 
definition of the word without saying that it's an emotion and 
that's it? 

For me, sorry is not just saying the word, but meaning 
what you say and showing that person that you are serious 
of what you apologized for. 

But is saying sorry enough? Not quite, because some may 
say, "sorry," but really not mean it. They may just say it to 
get them out of trouble or to get someone off their back. The 
word "sorry" is more than an emotion or word, it's proving to 
someone or yourself that you're serious to change. 

-Zena, San Francisco 
From The Beat: We really like this piece because it shows a lot of thought. 
The only thing we can suggest that would have turned it into a piece 
of the week would have been one or more examples of the general 
statements you made. Whether from your own pers< 
from your knowledge of the experience of others, there must be times 
when you've seen sincere apologies backed up by action, and insincere 
apologies backed up by nothing. Those examples would have been very 
instructive. 
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I Want To Change 
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Man, I never thought I was going to do this stuff again 
and get myself in trouble again. I never wanted to hurt 
my family and girlfriend again by getting in trouble. Man, 
I really want to change my ways. 

I ask God every night to help me change my ways, 
come in to my life. 

I can see myself playing basketball for North Carolina 
College. 

I want to change because robbing people can't help me 
through life. It mess up my life. I really want to change 
my ways. 

I want to make my family proud of me. I want to 
change because I have a little brother that's nine years 
old. I know he looks up to me. I know he wants to be like 
me. But I want to change first before he wants to do what 
I do. 

I want to change so bad, I tell myself, "Man, you 
don't want to be like yo cousins. You don't want to go 
to prison, that ain't no playground, bra, so you need to 
change. You need to get your life together, go to school, 
play basketball for your school, study hard, play hard, 
work hard, and you can make it". I am going to change. 

- Lil' Zale, Alameda 

From The Beat: You are a doctor giving yourself orders right now. You 
have made up your mind. But this is only the first step! You have set 
high standards for yourself. This is good, but be patient with yourself 
as you make changes in your life. These are huge changes that you will 
tackle one day at a time. 




The First Time 
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The first time I came to the hall I was very nervous 'cause 
it was my first time in here. The days passed through 
slowly, but they slid by. 

When I was here, I felt sorry for everything that I did 
and was telling God [I was] sorry and asked him for a 
second chance to be free and come out like a changed 
man. But I just couldn't do it 'cause my friends kept 
coming over to my house and telling me to go riding with 
them and I told them "no", but then they started to call 
me names and stuff and I felt weak. Then, with all of 
the name-calling and stuff, they changed my mind and I 
decided to go riding, but it was all peer pressure. 

The case is that God gave me a second chance, and 
I'm back here again feeling sorry again. I'm starting to 
understand life and starting to think positive instead of 
negative. Right now, I'm gang-related, but I'm trying to 
get away 'cause this is not the lifestyle I want. I just want 
to make money and be with my girl. But before I do that, 
I got to deal with this group home thing and get my mind 
straight. 

-Steven, Alameda 

From The Beat: Our hearts go out to you because you have honestly 
and bravely spelled out a struggle that so many young Beat writers are 
facing right now. You are right to look both inward and outward for a 
way out. The same temptations will face you when you get out of the 
group home, especially because of your gang affiliation. The best thing 
you can do is to think about how you will respond to these temptations 
and expectations, and also to think outside yourself about people you 
can trust to help you as you make a new life. Start planning your exit 



y Friend 

What's up G, how you holding up? 

Heard you asked your mom if I took the deal 

And if I did you would, but if I didn't you wouldn't 

Thank God we're getting tried as minors 

Hope everything goes well man 

You know how much I miss your ass? 

Every night I reminisce about them old memories 

That's why when we get out, shhh is going to change 

We gon' do better and stay out of trouble 

So we don't got to be away from each other and every 

one else 

With our freedom stripped away from us 

You know anytime I'll shed my blood for you 

Down with you to the fullest, no hesitation 

Imagine life in 10, 15 years 

Your kids are going to play with mines 

My kids going to play with yours 

They gonna be calling me uncle and call you uncle 

Remember when Thai got locked up with you? 

He became your roommate I was glad because you 

weren't alone anymore 

Well he got released and he's doing good. 

Promised me to go to college and he kept it 

Do the same for me, I want us to make it 

I'm doing my best here in school, do the same man. 

And remember you're always in my heart 

And I know I'm in yours fool 

Keep your head up, someday we'll be reunited 

Keep working out, you swole ass girl and keep your 

mind busy 

One day dawg, we'll see each other soon 

One life to live, and take care. 

I lub you babygirl. 

-Viet Tiger, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: Now that's some good advice to give to somebody you 
really care about. Motivating somebody to get out of trouble, stay out 
of trouble, and do good. We wish you and your friend the best and stay 
focused! 



When I turned into a teenager, mif 
mother began to use crystal meth, 
for weeks at a time she would dis- 
appear, When mtf mother returned, 
she would be high, strung out, 



Taking Someone Under Your Wing 

My mother was there for me when I was younger. She 
took care of me when I was sick and always understood, 
or made an effort to understand, what was going on in my 
life. When I hit around the age of seven, she started dating 
a man named Joseph. Through a period of six years, he 
began to become my father figure. 

When I turned into a teenager, my mother began to use 
crystal meth. For weeks at a time she would disappear. 
When my mother returned, she would be high, strung 
out. She was a different person. She would end up in jail 
and I would be left with my stepfather. No matter what 
happened, what I said, he was the only one there for me. 

To this day at age fifteen, my mother is locked up in 
prison for drug abuse. Today the only person I can depend 
on is my father. 

-Lady Magiick, San Francisco 

From The Beat: This piece is both very sad and very uplifting — sad 
because your mother has lost so much through that deadly and 
destructive drug, crystal meth, and uplifting because its so rare that 
we read when a stepfather comes into a young girls life and actually 
does what a good father is supposed to do. Our question to you is 
this: If your "father" is the only person you can depend on, can he 
depend on you? Whatever got you here must have left him very sad and 
disappointed, so what are you going to do when you get back home to 
make him proud of you (and to make you proud of yourself)? 
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Time 



To make it from one moment to another moment in 
prison takes a lot of will and mind power. To make it 
from one day to another day takes a lot of courage and 
wise moves that would get me ahead in the day. To make 
it from one month to another month takes good intention 
to make it without getting caught up into all the small 
mind games that be played all the time. To make it from 
one year to another year takes a true heart that's open to 
struggles just to make it. 

-Chino, Alameda 

From The Beat: Solid piece. Your words are true of life both in prison 
and anywhere else! We especially love the part about a "true heart 
that's open to struggles", because struggles are definitely a part of life. 
All we have is now. 



/ think about the bad things 

that I did 

The hateful things, 

but I was only a Kid 

A little bot/ trapped inside a demon 

Mtf mother was there 

but mtf daddif was leavin' 



The Bible: It's Like The Punch Of Ali 

It says in your scripture "thou shalt not steal" 

But I did it befo' and then I almost killed 

I think about the bad things that I did 

The hateful things, but I was only a kid 

A little boy trapped inside a demon 

My mother was there but my daddy was leavin' 

It's been thirty-five days since I last was out 

When I grabbed a Bible, that's when I started to sprout 

I got Jesus by my side tryna help me fight the devil 

Throw away my sin and put me on the right level 

Listen to my word, this is a Jesus piece 

Pay attention to God and let the devil release 

-Mays, Alameda 

From The Beat: We wish you the best in your spiritual journey. 
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Is Saying Sorry Enough? 

I have felt sorry about a lot of things in life. 
One major thing that I am sorry for is that I keep letting 

my family down 

by not doing what I am suppose to do when it comes to 

the system. 

Every time I cut my ankle monitor 

I told them I was sorry and when I ran from all my group 

homes. 

Even though I meant it every time, I still have not did 

what I had to do 

to get out the system. 

I'm hoping that this time I will do what I got to do 

so I will stop letting myself and my family down. 

I am sorry that I ran off on you on 

My birthday 
I am sorry I had you thinking I was 

Going to stay 

I am sorry I let you down and that 

You walked around with a frown 

I am sorry I didn't stay by your side 

I am sorry that I left and I hope you 

Let me come back 

- Chenay, Alameda 

From The Beat: You sound sincere, but it will be your action that speaks 
for you. We hope this is the time when you step up to the plate and face 
your problems head on! 






My Seed 



My seed is to be planted on this earth 

my seed will not know how to bang 

any turf my seed will sprout to a beautiful rose and will 

keep on growin' 

'till it can walk on it's on ten toes 

my seed will be a Christian 

no one will pull my seed down 

my seed 

my seed will do better than me from start to finish 

my seed will grow to know the essential facts of livin 

my seed will not be full of greed 

my seed will not always need me 

my seed will be smart 

my seed will not go to jail 

my seed will not raise too much hell 

my seed will be just like me - pretty, smart, kind, and 

goodhearted 

that's the seed that's just right for me... 

- LIT Walker, Alameda 

From The Beat: Beautiful. We hope when the time is right you will raise 
a beautiful child and bring him/her into a world where he/she will make 
a positive difference! 
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My Little Brother Under My Wing 

What's up Beat? I feel I have taken my lil brother under 
my wing. I feel I got to be there for him more, 'cause my 
dad died when he was like six months old. 

My lil' brother be lookin' up to me and I know me 
being in here ain't setting a good example for him, but he 
too young to know where I am at. I go to court tomorrow, 
and I'm praying that I get out. 

-EL 

From The Beat: We hope you get out too - especially with that little 
brother waiting for you to come home! Has he visited you here yet? 



Love You 



Baby I love you. 

You make me smile! 

I love when I'm around you ; 

you drive me wild 

you brighten up my rainiest days 

when I'm sad you take my pain away. 

Now you treat me bad, and make me sad 

to say I love you; once made me glad. 

You hurt me so and now you gotta go! 

Get out of my life 'cause I hate to fight! 

Wait don't go 'cause I love you so! 

I don't know what to do when dealin' wit' you. 

You my baby's daddy and we once was happy 

so if this is love then show me a sign from up above. 

You say you love me but all you do is hurt me. 

Man! When it comes to lovin' you 

Damn, I don't know what to do. 

I think I love you still? 

No, I love you; 

I love you 
baby I love you! 

- Diamond Girl 

From The Beat: 

you, well now is the time to talk to your lover and see if the feelings 

are mutual. 






Love You 



No one will ever feel like we do 

when we say "I love you" 

no one will ever understand 

that I'm your lady and you're my man 

I feel the affection from the top of my head 

to the tips of my toes. 

And while I lay in this juvenile bed 

I'm reminded of your sweet heart and gentle soul 

It started back when you asked me out 

when I was finding out what love was about 

I never would've ever guessed 

that I'd love you more than the rest 

when I say I love you 

it's different anyone else I say it to 

and if I could be with you now 

someway somehow 

I'd only have to say one thing 

that between me and you means everything 

and that's I love you 

no one will ever feel like we do 

about me and you 

- Dawn 

From The Beat: Beautiful. We hope this timeout is 

back on your feet, getting your needs met and enjoying the people that 

mean the most to you. 



What's Up Beat? 



X 



What's up Beat, this is your boy Antonio. If some people 
want to know my name, it's Billy Antonio R, but they call 
me Lil' Ant. I'm sittin' in here. I got here on July 16, 2007. 
Today is August 28, 2007. 

Well anyways, I want to talk about what I want to do 
when I get out. Well I want to pray for my big brother 
Turk, that he beat his case. But anyways, I will still be 
praying for him. 

Why ninjas be faking, thinking that they something 
they ain't. 

Ain't no ninjas gonna be like Turk. But I know who is, 
and I hate ninjas who talk shhh ... I just want to go home 
so I let it go. Ninjas be talkin' man. I don't got nothing to 
say. Oh yeah, keep your head up and stay strong. Love 
you bro' I'm gone. 

-Antonio 

From The Beat: Turk is trying to get his life together for himself, and for 
you. But even though you look up to your big brother, you also have a 
lot of thinking to do about yourself and what you want to become. You 
both want the same thing: For you, Antonio, to have a good life. How 
are you going to get that good life you so deserve? 



>w 



JVC 

what is love 

when you lie to me? 

where is love 

when you cheat on me? 

what does love do 

when i need you? 

does love cry 
when you hit me? 

or does it hide 

when you hit me? 

is it love or lust 

where is the love without trust? 

i love you (it feels good) 

you love me ( but it hurts) 

will you give love 

when i'm six feet under the dirt 

by then it'll be too late 

i don't even wanna wait 

do you really love me? why? 

it's reasons 

when you lie, cheat, and hit me 

where is the love? 

love... 

- Lady K 

From The Beat: Speaking your truths, can you answer the question you 
present? What do you think? We say no way can anyone really love you 
if they are being disrespectful towards you. 



If She Can Stop, I Can Stop 

I think it sucks to not have a real role model. I mean I 
had people that I look up to but I never had a role model. 
If I would say I had a role model it would be my mom 
because she stopped doin' drugs after doin' it for over 
thirty years. That's why I would say my moms is my role 
model because she stopped so she could get me back in 
her life. I think that's a big accomplishment to me. 



than I should be able to stop but I'm not as bad ...and I 
just made a wrong decision. 

-Ajr 

From The Beat: Looks like you have had a turnaround and want to start 
making the right decisions, like your mom did after what must have 
been years and years of struggle. Its great that she quit, but still, was 
it hard for you all those years when she was hooked? What was that 
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Cheated 



I had this loving, most caring boyfriend that a girl could 
ever dream of. Unfortunetly I didn't realize what I had 
until I lost it. I really did love him and care about him with 
all my heart. But we were never really together unless we 
were on the run. 

I went to a group home and met someone I thought 
was going to love and care about me the way he did. He 
tells me he loves me and cares about me, but I don't think 
it's as real as my ex did. 

I care about him a lot, but there's times where I just 
sit and think of what I really had. I heard karma bites you 
in the ass. 

While I'm locked up I hope he ain't there creeping 
with the next female. I really really care about him almost 
to the point where I could say I love him. I just hope he 
still thinking of me while I'm locked up. 

I did run away from my group home with him so we 
would be together. I got caught up but he's still out there. 
I ain't tripping though 'cause when I get out I'm gonna 
keep doing what I do and that's being true to the game. 
Plus we got our own place so I don't plan on coming back 
here or getting caught up any time soon 

-TinaWina 

From The Beat: So you found someone new, and your hoping he remains 
faithful while you do your time. Well, we hope the two of you are honest 
with each other and whatever comes out of this experience that you 
learn from it, like how much incarceration is a waste of time, and how 
you should be free, in school and living legitly! 



Slow Burn 



\ 



Love - is it a bad or a good thang 

Mah chick from East Palo Alto so we made it a hood 

thang 

Love it give you a slow burn 

Tryin' to look straight and not makin' the wrong turn 

Love it ain't to be messed wit' 

Love you can't say it enough 

It's something like PS3 you can't play it enough 

-Ant 

From The Beat: That last line made this particular Beat editor laugh 
so hard she spilled coffee on her keyboard. Keep those flows coming, 
you've got style! 



A Few Sentences On A few Topics 

I have been cheating myself for a few years. 
I deserve better than this. 

He would tell me to get myself together! 

And to accept Jesus as my Lord and Savior, so that I can 

go to heaven. 

The next time I will say I love you, will be to sister, 
I haven't told her that in a very long time 

- Michelle 

From The Beat: We appreciate your short comments on our three weekly 
topics, but next time attempt to focus on one topic and write a longer 
more insightful piece. 






U 



When I get out of jail I am going to try to keep my life 
together, like not doing bad things staying out off the 
streets, and being with bad people at the wrong time. 

I am also going to try to stay most of the time with my 
family and to do whatever they tell me to do, and try to 
help them in what ever they need. 

-Marco 

From The Beat: You say you are gonna "try" to avoid problems. What 



will it take? 



What It Dc Beat 



I'm up in the hall for hella long 

I'm waiting for this group home interview 

so I could just get that over with and do my time 

I ain't gonna run 

I know you thinking hell yeah he's gonna run but I'm 

not I'm gonna do that six months and get it over with 

so I could be with my mama, dad, my brothers and 

sisters, my babymomma and my son. 

I know you think he don't got a son 

but I'm for real about what I say 

that's why I'm just gonna do my time 

and go live with my baby 

-Bg 

From The Beat: Why wouldn't anyone believe you? We believe you! 
Handle your business (you have a lot on your plate too) and be the best 
father, son, and boyfriend you can be! 



What's it Like Not to Have a Role Model? 

I don't know, I never tripped off that. I just always was by 
myself, me and my bras. All we do is grind... well that's all 
I did before I came in here. 

-Tra 

From The Beat: And now that you've come to jail, do you think you'll go 
back to grinding when you get out? Did you ever think that maybe you 
grind because you don't have a role model? 



Cheating is Not Cool! 



I've cheated on a boyfriend before and I still to this 
day regret it more then anything. The worst part about 
that was it was with one of his patnas! I didn't think my 
boyfriend would find out but he ended up knowing but he 
played it off like he didn't. I guess he was waiting on me 
to tell him but I never did... So when I tried to tell him he 
already knew and I felt hella stupid... but he ended up not 
breaking up wit me and I thought he was all good... But 
when we did break up we didn't talk for a while and come 
to find out he was talking to my best friend behind my 
back. Then it all came to me that karma is a bummer! 

-Princess 

From The Beat: When did you first regret cheating? Wow, and you 
cheated on him with a friend, and so did he, all of you showed zero 
respect for each other. Scandalous. 



Sorry is Enough! 

What's up Beat, his is Walt from Oakland. 

Man, saying sorry is enough, well let me tell you. In my 
case it was, I came back to the Hall for takin' someone's 
phone and beating them up. I wrote him a letter saying 
I was sorry for what happened, then I wrote the judge a 
letter saying that I was stupid for putting myself in that 
situation. 

Well the judge, the DA and my PO all seen the letters. 
Then in court the DA wasn't hating as hard as she usually 
would do, and the judge had dropped some of my cases. I 
got off easy this time. While now I have deposition in two 
weeks and it looks like camp for me. 

I guess them letters did help a brother out, 'cause I 
thought it was over for me. 

-LIT Walt 

From The Beat: See - its the power of the written word. When we say 
communication skills can set you free, we're not kidding! Congratulations 
on taking an active role in your trial, and don't stop writing, no matter 
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Watching Out 
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Thinking About Life 



\ 



Taking someone under your wing like my hT bro 

I be telling him not to use drugs 

don't take the path I'm goin' down 

the hall is not a joke 

there's no fun being in the hall 

don't follow me and the ways I take. 

-Big bro' 

From The Beat: You need to do more than just tell him to not follow you. 
Let him know with great examples how painful incarceration is! 



My Son and His Daddy 

I know my son looks up to me. Every time I'm around 
him he just "chills" with his daddy. I can't stand being 
away from him. I got released on a T.R. for a funeral and I 
sat him next to me because he was gettin' fussy. Then he 
just kicked it in my arms. Everyone was shocked. I even 
was I've been locked up for about a month and being in 
max I can't touch him. 

So I guess I though he wouldn't recognize me. But 
to my surprise he shocked me and everyone else. I know 
I'm his role model. He's the main reason I haven't gone 
stupid in here. My other role model is my baby's mom, 
because she is holdin' it down for me until I get free. 

-Kev 

From The Beat: That's deep - the connection is real, and its here to stay, 
and so far, not even the system can weaken your bond. We always want 
better for our children than we had ourselves. What kind of life do you 
hope for in the future of your little boy? 



Sorry 



In some ways sorry may be enough, but in other ways I 
think you need to show your sorry , because sometimes 
just saying sorry just isn't enough. 

In one of my situations when I said sorry was when I 
cheated on my girlfriend. I mean sometimes sorry don't 
work, because when they hear it over and over again it 
doesn't mean anything to them. So I had to show her that 
I was sorry, and tell her that I wasn't thinking and it was 
a stupid choice. 

-Isaiah 

From The Beat: Did she accept your sorry? What did it take? Are you 
two still together? 



Strength: Under My Wing 

Someone I want to take under my wing is my copartner I 
know it might sound weird but dat's ma real hT bra. It was 
his first time coming to jail, and I feel kinda bad, 'cause 
he came to jail with me. 

But that night was really and truly a mistake. But 
anyway, the reason I want to take him under my wing 
is because I know what he needs. And that's a good role 
model. I can be that for him. 

The thing that made me make that decision is the fact 
that when he got out his mom asked him was he happy to 
be out and he told her "no because my bra ain't out wit' 
me." If someone has that kind of impact on someone I 
think that's real love. 

And I want what's right for him. So as soon as I get 
out we gon' do the right thing together. We can strengthen 
each other to stay out of jail. 

-Da Boi 

From The Beat: Yeah, that is real love, the kind that genuinely feels 
another's pain. Check out the book, 'The Pact" about three kids from 
the ghetto who made a pact with each other to all become Doctors, and 
support each other in that plan. You might have just found someone 
you can make a positive pact with! 





ing 



Thinking about my life and what I'm gon' do when I get 
out, am I goin' to do my group home? Am I gon' continue 
to rob and steal? I mean fo' real, I gotta figure this out and 
what I'm gon' do 'cause I know my family thinking about 
me and I'm thinking 'bout them too. 

While sittin' behind these walls got me to think what 
I am gon' do in life cause I ain't try to die early. 

-Lil' Damani 

From The Beat: So tell us young man, what will you do with your life 
once you get it back in the free world? 



Dear Beat 



What's up Beat, and all of those who choose to read this. 
The news for me is that I will be here until December. 
That's all bad, but it's worth it. I've been here since June 
25th that means I will have done almost six months in 
this jail. 

I should have thought about doing time before I did 
the crime. 

Though I get visits from family, and I get letters 
from my lady, so that's what gets me through this. Even 
though I think things, like, my lady is cheating on me, 
and she's not going to wait six months and not have sex 
with nobody. And I will never, ever know if she does or 
doesn't cheat on me. But that's just something I have to 
deal with. 

I got to go to my cell now. 

-Convict 

From The Beat: Yes, the pain of doing time and being away from those 
you love and care about. You have to have faith and trust that what 
comes out of this period will be well worth it in the end! 



I Love You 






The last time I said I love you was on Saturday August 

11, 2007. 

I said these words to my boyfriend 



He's always there for me no matter what. 

When I got kidnapped and took to San Francisco, 

he came in got me within minutes and he was all the 

way in Oakland 

I love him for that. That what love means to me 

this is the reason that god put this guy in my life 

so I can have a person to love and get love back 

I love you Khybor. 

- Darnie 

From The Beat: Kidnapped? What's up with that? How did he rescue you 
from the kidnappers? Anyhow, love is important and it sounds like you 
have a special man in Khybo 



The Sorry Vampire 

I've said I'm sorry a thousand times, 

so stop messin' with the human minds. 

Settin' them against me because you're wicked 

Now none of my friends wanna kick it. 

I like to drink blood and play with bats, 

And in the sun I wear shades and hats. 

I'm sorry I'm different from you and your crew, 

But I'm not really sorry about the blood I drew. 

-Dark Desire 

From The Beat: We'll be real careful how we i 

because we'd hate to say anything that might an 

night. But if we show up at the Hall with garlic necklaces around our 

necks, you'll know why! Peace, and thanks for the great imagination in 

this poem! 



I 
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Mad \ 

I got a girlfriend named Shantinique. 

She hella solid but I don't know now 

because I'm locked up. 

I'm really mad right now. 

I ain't got nobody to blame but myself. 

If I was out right now, 

I'd be cupcakin' and getting ready to fire up a blunt 

just me and her. Well be hella high wit' a bottle next to 

me ready to get drunk. But she ain't ready to give it up. 

-Dyer 

From The Beat: Oh youngster, what you long to do will only cause 
further pain with the system. Not worth it! Leave the drugs and drank 
and work on bettering your life. 




Under Mj Irother's Win; 

What's up Beat? This your boy Crazy writing to y'all. 
Well yeah, I had someone take me under their wing, and 
that was my brother Marcus since I didn't have no dad. He 
took care of me, showed me how to keep my head up and 
showed me things I didn't know. 

But since I got older, I started to mess up. He started 
to be strict, but never could stop me so he joined me and 
did the things I did because he wanted me to do it the 
right way. But he always had my back, good times and bad 
times, but he always try to stop what I do, and till now he 
still put me under his wing. 

-Crazy 

From The Beat: It must have been hard for your brother to try and raise 
a young boy right when he was just a boy himself. Now that you (and 
he) have felt the pain of separation from your incarceration, do you 
think things will be different between the two of you when you get 
out? 










Sorrowful Situation \ 




I'm sorry about being in juvenile hall for nothing I did. 






My friend Francois robbed somebody and he took the 
boy's stuff, and he came across the street to where I was 
and told me to run, so I got up and ran being a follower. 

Five minutes later the boy came back with a lady. I 
knew she asked me for his phone and I said, "I don't have 
his phone!" 

Francois said that's what he took and I said, "give it 
to me so I can give it back!" It took him about two minutes 
to give it to me. He gave it to me and I gave her the phone 
and told her I was sorry for what he did. 

That's why I'm in juvenile hall. The end!!!! 

-Jonathan 

From The Beat: Sounds like you learned your lesson. What next? 


1 Didn't Mean It \ 

Sorry my story is about sorry and I didn't mean it. One 
day me and my sister got in a confrontation and. My mom 
was in it too. It started because she thought I stole forty- 
dollars. 

Well we was arguing and I called her all type of names. 
My mom told me I shouldn't called her names, so my mom 
told me to say sorry, and I said no and mom told my to say 
sorry, and then I did, but I really didn't mean it. 

-Johnny 

From The Beat: Perfect example of a time your didn't mean saying sorry. 
We hope you and your sister are doing better, despite you being locked 
up. What about you and your mom? 







It's Hard 



Saying sorry is easy for me. 

I say sorry too much that people don't believe me no 

more. Like I told my mom sorry when I came up in here 

I told her that I was not gonna get in trouble no more 

but look at me now 

this is my third time in here. 

-I'm Sorry 

From The Beat: You are now at the point where action must speak for 
your behavior. B-sing/lying, is only going to dig a deeper hole. 



New Placement 



What up Beat? This Taje I'm back. I ran from my group 
home because it was weak. I'm going to another group 
home and I ain't going to run 'cause if you keep running 
you going to keep police over your head so I'm going to do 
my time. You will not see me or hear me again. 

-Young Taje 

From The Beat: Godo for you. What makes a weak group home 
makes a good group home? Fill us in! 



Staying Out Of Trouble 

I would like to be an expert at staying out of trouble, and 
commiting crimes. 

I am getting tired of coming to Juvenile hall so I want 
to be an expert at staying out of trouble. 

I will be 18 next year so its time for me to stop coming 
to jail and start doing what's right. I am starting to think 
about what I want to do with my life. 

-Dante 

From The Beat: Tell us what you plan on doing with your life upon 
getting out of juvenile? The time is now to wake up! 



n™ii™i™H 



I been going through some thangs 

but don't know nobody understand me 

man, I'm looking for my right hand 

but it's in the land and some times I don't under stand 

why I act like a man and why I commit crimes 

knowing my consequences 

is coming to the hall 

then spending time behind the walls 

but I do learn knowledge 

holla at you all next week, to all, keep it solid. 

-Lil' Damani 

From The Beat: Help us understand you. Tell us about your life! Tell us 
your story. How did it get to this point? Break it down! 







Going Duwn Hill 

What's up y'all that's reading this paper. My name is Al- 
boo-boo. I'm here to tell y'all that everything just seem 
to be going all down hill for me, because I made one bad 
mistake -- but it was real bad. 

And plus my girlfriend out here just doing hella stupid 
stuff. That's stressing me out too and my mom, every 
time I call her she always crying. I know she gon' cry but 
all that stuff is building up inside of me and I don't know 
how to let it go. 

I cry sometimes but that work but at the same time it 
all come back. Am I just feel like everything is going down 
hill for me. 

- Al boo boo 

From The Beat: You write this so often, that you don't know how to deal 
with the stress, but then it turns out you do - you write, you cry, you get 
your feelings out - that's the best way of dealing with stress that any of 
us can think of. The question is, can you get so good at dealing with 
your stress that when you get out, you continue to let it out in positive 
ways, even though there are so many negative temptations out there? 
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My Pain 



I wonder, how much pain can one person contain? 

As I sit back and think of all of the pain running through 

my veins. 

Or how I wish it will all just go away, 

and just bring more sunnier and happier days. I 

know I must pray for that day, when all of my pain will 

just go away. 

My pain runs so deep that I get very little sleep. 

My pain throws blows that are so strong, 

that they hit me right in my soul. 

I don't understand why, now that I no longer want to do 

wrong, 

why can't I go home? 

Every day it seems to rain, 

I don't know maybe it's the pain I contain, 

That persuades me to think that I'm standing in the 

rain. 

Maybe it's not the pain, 

I could just be going insane, from the stress and 

heartache and pain that's running through my veins. 

- Juicey 

From The Beat: Juicey, as long as you keep finding a way to manage 
that pain, like you do hear by pouring your heart out into rhymes like 
this,- you'll still be in control, using your pain and not letting your 
pain use you. What hurts the most? Incarceration, or memories in your 
heart? 



Short Life 



Everyday I be in my room, 

thinking about how this is our life on earth 

we only here for a little bit of time. 

how could you have a good day 

if you know your going to die one of the day. 

think about it, you will never come back. 

All I got to say is make the best of your life 

because it's the only one you have. 

-Cody 

From The Beat: Yes, life is short, so why do so many youngsters live a 
fast destructive lifestyle, that could lead them to death, incarceration, 
or crippled. What's your plan with your life? 



Taking Someone Under Your Wing 



The person's wing 
what she loves me 



she fights for me 
she teaches me 
she's my mom. 



no matter 



-Will 

? Not by coming 



Deputy Probation Officers 

Okay let me start off like this, for all you adults and 
kids that's going to placement, and your DPO (Deputy 
Probation Officer) is telling that you are waiting for a 
messed up bed... but it's two months after you got your 
interview and she telling you not to call her... well, you 
better get on top of you game real fast 'cause they will 
keep playin' games with you. 

-Nunu 

From The Beat: We can't speak for the situation of your DPO, because 
we don't know her personally, but we are definitely sorry for the 
stress you're going through waiting for this placement to finally come 
through. But in the meantime, just think of this as practice at handling 
frustration. Stay cool for this, and you'll be able to stay cool while 
you're there, too! 









What Expert? 



\ 



I feel being an expert takes both knowledge and 
experience, by me saying I never been swimming how can 
I be an expert at water sports? 

-Alejandro 

From The Beat: We understand. So what would you like to be 
knowledgeable in? 



Ready To Leave 



\ 



Hey Beat, what's good? I went to court this morning, and 
the judge put me on the list for camp. I can't wait to get 
up there. I just need to last one month, and I'll be good. 

If ninjas wanna fight, I'm gonna walk away. I don't 
care if they consider me a punk, I'm gonna do a perfect 
program. I got a daughter to raise, and a family who needs 
me. They (my family) is more important then a fight. I can't 
live like this no more, I'm done. Twelve times (locked up) 
is enough! There's money to be made, feel me Beat? This 
my last time, I'm ready to leave! 

-Jay Jay 

From The Beat: Stay cool. You can do a perfect program too. As for 
making legit money, any ideas? Keep us posted as you write us up in 
camp! 



Is Say Sorry Enough 



Say sorry is not enough. You can say sorry to that 
person as much as you want to, but if you have harmed 
somebody or offended somebody also, then saying sorry 
is not enough. 

I go to see every night I tell the Lord to forgive me 
and I'm sorry, even if I didn't even do anything that day, I 
still say sorry, I tell my mom I'm sorry for what I've done. 
It's never enough to say sorry to somebody. 

-Jerald 

From The Beat: Sometimes it is just enough to say "sorry", seriously. As 
for what you may have put your mother through, we're sure its gonna 



Taking The Lir Homie Under My Wing 

If I would take some one under my wing I will take a down 
lil homie because they are always down to do something 
when things pop up. 

-Jaime 

From The Beat: You are the worse kind of friend/homie. You are one that 
will lead another into danger. Wake the hell up! 



Alex Have Tn See CYA 



Well I'm back I went to court today and the (DA) was just 
doing hella stuff. At least I didn't go out without a fight. 
But they always with so they sent me to CYA I don't know 
how but my max is 8 years, 4 months. Hopefully I don't 
have to do the whole thing. I am praying that don't have 
to do that long. I guess this is the time to get my life on 
the right track. 

I never thought I would go to CYA but I am. Maybe this 
time next month I will be in the Y. But me I'm just ready 
to go and get this all over with so I can be happy for the 
rest of my life. 

-Alex 

From The Beat: The only good side to reading this piece is knowing 
that since you wrote it, your sentence got shortened to three years. We 
know that's still a long time - but we also know you've got the heart to 



handle it. Peace! 
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Who Is An Expert 

I think the people in the Juvenile Justice system are 
experts at their jobs, but some are really not experts at 
relating to us being in jail. 

- Dave 

From The Beat: OK. What does it take for one to relate to you, or others 
in the system? 



x r 



Expert Defined 



I think an expert is someone who excels at what they do 
and are very skilled at it. Also have been through lots of 
expertise and has had a lot of experience in that area. 

-Eric 

From The Beat: Appreciate your definition, maybe next time you will 
give us an example with your commentary. 



: i 



RIP Ant 



Ant you will always 's be 

you got shot as soon as I went home 

I miss you 

you will never be forgotten 

I love you so much. 

what happened? 

why did you get shot? 

I will always love you 

I'll see you soon 

I love you so much 

well ok Beat I'll see you later.. 

-Lil' Domo 

Seat: We read the love you have for Ant, RIP. In his honor you 
should step up and make a difference in your community and leave your 



old wavs in the dust! 



Under My Wing 



Yeah, one time I took someone under my wing. He was 
my lil' patna. At first, I was leading him to bad, and then 
I came in here to the halls and I felt bad in here. I don't 
want him to come in here and feel the same way. So when 
I get the chance to get on the phone, I call him and tell 
him to change so he don't end up like me. 

- Blast 

From The Beat: Does he listen to you or do you think he's going to have 



to learn on his own? 



Getting Tired 



What's up, Beat! Yeah, I'm back again and I ain't happy 
about it. I'm really just getting' worn out from this 
lifestyle. Right when I get used to being at home, I come 
right back here. Right when I'm getting used to being here, 
I go somewhere else. It's really playing with my mind and 
my emotions. Not only that, but I did and actually still do 
have plans for myself and my life. I'm trying to graduate 
from school and do something with myself. Besides, I'm 
about to be eighteen so I really gotta step it up. 

Now I gotta go to placement somewhere, which is 
gonna set me back further than I already was. I'm still 
gonna complete this placement so I can get off probation 
and move on, even though it might take a while. Basically, 
this life is something I'm getting real tired of! So that's 
all I wanted to say. 

- Young J 

From The Beat: You have so many gifts, as a communicator, group leader, 
and writer (right on down to your perfect punctuation and grammar... 
hey, we editors notice this kind of stuff!) We wish you the best of luck 
on your journey and in your efforts to change your ways. You have a 
lot to give to the world. 



Sorry 



X 



The way I see it, on some occasions "sorry" can be 
enough if you really mean it. One time, I told the judge I 
was sorry just to get out, and what happen? I messed up 
again and came right back. When I went to court, I told 
him I was really sorry, but this time "sorry" didn't cut it, 
even though this time I really meant it. So in my opinion, 
only say sorry when you really mean it. 

- Blast 

From The Beat: Good advice! 



Took My Nephew Under My Wing 

I have taken somebody under my wing, my nephew 
Juange, who wants to be just like me. He used to always 
follow me around and just try to be like me. And every 
time he was around, I would feel wrong doing things 
around him that I usually do, because I didn't want him 
to do all of the messed-up stuff that I was doin', because 
I don't want him to have a criminal record like I going 
through now, or even being in a situation that gets him 
caught up. So when I'm around him I try to do positive 
things, and avoid some of the people I kick it with, just to 
show a good example. 

- Doddie 

From The Beat: Your love and sense of duty to your nephew is admirable. 
We hope that you will show some of this same love and honor to yourself 
as you do to him! Protect all that is good inside you, just as you would 
protect your young nephew. 



Checkin' In 



I'm just chillin' here in the bootsie-ass hall, waitin' to 
go to court. I go next week for my disposition. I've been 
up in here for five weeks, so hopefully I'll get out or go 
to camp. I just turned eighteen a couple of weeks ago, 
so I'm hoping they don't send me to Rita. I just wanna 
get outta here so that I can get my life together and stay 
outta trouble. 

When I get out, I'm gonna get a job and start taking 
some college courses and get my degree in business 
and marketing so that I can open up my own mechanic's 
shop. Well, I just wanted to let you know what's going on 
wit me. 

I'll holla at you later. light then, I'm out. 

- Josh 

From The Beat: Your plan is tight. We hope that you get to start 
these new projects soon! You might want to spend some time right now 
(while you are waiting to find out where you're headed next) thinking 
about what your triggers and temptations are on the outs. 



Change Or Not 

I'd like to be an expert in freedom. I would like to stay 
out of jail 'cause this ain't no fun. I guess the way to 
gain expertise for me is to stop doing what I'm doing that 
gets me locked up. I think that I've had enough rippin' 
and runnin', but I'm not sure 'cause sometimes I think if 
I switch this up I won't get caught next time, but I don't 
think it matters. 

So far I'm just an expert in smokin' weed, hitting 
licks, and going to jail. Yup, I think its time for a change. 
But I ain't sure if I can or will change, but I'm gonna try. 

-Spwaru 

From The Beat: If you know in your heart that you are sick of coming 
back to jail, then you will find a way to make this change in your life. 
Seek out mentors who can help you on the day-to-day journey. Its hard 
to break old habits, but you can do it. 
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Tough To Say Sorry 



x 



I try to say "sorry" but the words jus' couldn't come 

out 

They say sorry a sorry word, so you shouldn't even open 

yo' mouth. 

I wanna apologize, so I try to write it in a letter 

I try to put some words together so that it sound clever. 

It's like it come from inside, but then I couldn't swallow 

it back down 

Replayin' the words in my mind, just to see how they 

sound. 

I know what I did was a mistake and wish dat I could 

take it back 

But you can't rewind time, so you can only recap 

You keep tryin' to say sorry but you just can't do it 

So you write an apology letter thinkin' that's going to do 

it 

Next thing you know you get to call sayin' "that's so 

sweet!" 

Now you know that you can write somethin' instead of 

sayin' the word "sorry". 

-Kenneth 

From The Beat: It sounds like maybe its more genuine and heart-felt 
when you say it face-to-face instead of in a letter. It can be so hard to 
look into someone's eyes and find the right words to say, "I'm sorry". 
But through your letter, you took the first step towards reaching out to 
the other person. It probably meant a lot to them, even if it didn't feel 
totally sincere on your part. It's a first step. 



Mays And God 

When you look into my eyes, tell me what you see 

Do you see a young thug needin' G-O-D? 

Tell me please, cleanse, heal, and save my soul 

Representin' God is my number one goal 

Answer my prayers, God 

Tell me 'bout these mysteries 

Do they treat me like this because of my history? 

I tell what I think about in my jail cell 

If I'm gon' go to heaven or rot in hell 

I think about the cold nights and lonely days 

I think about God's height and his praise 

Those resentful days that I would never be saved 

And when I get these feelings, to God I pray 

- Mays 

From The Beat: Thank you for sharing your faith in this personal and 
powerful poem! 



Sorry To My Daughter 



\ 



the 



I want to say sorry to my daughter 'cause her dad is not 
at home with her right now. Sorry, baby, for not being 
home with you right now. Sorry, baby, for missing your 
birthday. We all do wrong, but when I get out I am going 
to do right. 'Cause I got my daughter in my life, I got to 
make a change in life. 

-Tie 

From The Beat: Its true that having the responsibility of a child makes 
you an adult. What (or who) will you need to avoid when you get out? 
What (or who) can you embrace to stay on a positive path? What will be 
the hardest part of making this change? 



J 



Is Saying Sorry Enough 



Saying sorry is never enough I have always had to say 
more than sorry an haven't meant it but now when I say 
sorry I am goin' to mean it 'cause look were you end up 
in a place like this. 

-Jessica 

From The Beat: Well sounds like you get what the problem is. Can you 
correct your ways? 



Street Influence 



I was taken under somebody's wing when I was a young 
teen. Every day since then, I been mobbin'. He taught 
me everything about the streets and the law. He taught 
me how to survive on the streets and in the hood and told 
me, whatever I do, be smart about it and never sign no 
statements. 

If I was going to be in the streets, I gotta know it's 
consequences like going to jail or getting shot and that's 
why I never complain when I come to the hall, 'cause I 
already knew what was up when I decided to mob (be on 
the streets). 

I ain't sayin' it's a good thing, but being raised in the 
hood you don't know no better. So what can I say, I'm 
mobbin'. But right now, he in Vacaville prison fighting a 
double murder charge. He a be out in a minute though, 
y'all. They can't hold us down too long. 

- LIT Paul 

From The Beat: Maybe its kind of a mixed blessing, because he took 
you under his wing and taught you stuff, but you can see from his 
example that it can be a dead end. Face it: he might not beat this 
charge. He might go down for a long time. But this doesn't have to be 
your destiny. Find a different path. 



My Brother And I 



I'm an expert at playing sports like basketball and 
baseball. I like to play these sports with my brothers and 
friends so I have something to do instead of getting into 
trouble. 

My little brother always likes to play basketball. 
That's why he's on a basketball team. 

I figured, if I play a sport that I'm good at, I'll probably 
be on a team. If I do decide what sport, it will probably be 
basketball because I'll probably be on the same team. 

Me and my little brother are a good team. If me and my 
brother played as a team, we'd probably be unstoppable. 
When he get out, I'm going to do my best to keep him out 
of trouble. 

-Lil' Rey 

From The Beat: Sports can definitely keep you focused, having fun in a 
positive way, and working with others as part of a team. Have you and 
your older brah talked about why you keep getting in situations that 
get you locked up? What can you change, to keep you on the courts 
and out of jail? 



Missing Yoo 

I've been in this bootsie ass hall for like two months 
so far. This my 12th time up in here, and this place is 
starting to get old. 

Anyways, I'm writing this piece because I miss my 
girl Valentina. This girl is the most special part of my life. 
I've been through some really hard times with her. We 
always stuck by each other, even when things were crazy 
in our lives. We both have hard lives, and we always help 
each other out. We the most solidest couple, that's what 
everyone says. 

I'm gonna go up to camp and do my program so I can 
be there for my girl. I miss her so much, its killing me 
Beat! I'm gonna do this program and get back to my lady. 
And back to that money. Anyways, keep it solid Beat! 

- Jx Jx 

From The Beat: We were loving this piece, loving the honesty of emotion 
in it, and then we got to that last line, which scared us. When you 
say "back to that money," where and how do you intend to earn your 
money? If its legit, don't quit. If its shady - then how long before they 
take you AGAIN from your lady? 
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Murder Rate 



The reason the murder rate is so high is because of 
turf war and money. It this: if one spot getting too much 
money, it time to shut it, and what I mean by that is go 
through there and shoot at everyone out there that look 
like they eating and put on flat and do it every day till they 
don't stand out there no more. Then, get all the knocks 
to come to your spot, and it keep going on like that. So 
that's why the murder rate is so high in Oakland. 

- Doo Sham 

From The Beat: We talked about this a bit during the workshop. You and 
other writers describe an extremely local, "civil war" in which one block 
attacks the next, with neighbors and former friends shooting at each 
other. You know what it is like out there, so you are reporting from the 
"front lines". Here is your next assignment (if you choose to accept it): 
what do you think can be done to stop this pattern and these murders? 
Will this underground economy keep itself going at any cost? 



I Say My Love 



My love boom boom 

my love zoom zoom 

my love is like a cartoon 

My love is like some new shoes 

My love is when I eat food 

My love is when I go to school 

My love is every thing to me 

My love is be home 

My love is not being a long 

My love is to have a friend and not have a man 

My love is to have a car 

My love is to be a star 

My love is not to be a whore 

My love is to have a job from 9:00 to 5:00 

My love is to not to have someone to cry 

My love is to heart 

My love is not to flirt 

My love is to go to church 

My love is when I have birth 

My love to get out of this jail 

My love is my love 

My love. 

-Lolita 

From The Beat: Best to you Lolita in getting the love you need to be 
happy. You know what doesn't make you happy, so do the right things 
that make you love! 



The Sorry Poem 
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I'm sorry I ever met you 

I'm sorry I let it get this far 

I'm sorry I let you cheat on me 

I'm sorry I let you break my heart 

I'm sorry we always argued 

I'm sorry for the days I thought I had a clue 

I'm sorry if I ever thought I deceived you 

I'm sorry for the times I believed you 

I'm sorry for giving you so many chances and yet you 

Always failed 

I'm sorry if I ever let you think our love was going to end 

I'm sorry I hate to be truthful with you 

Because trust is 

I'm not sorry and I don't wanna be with you 

-Tiara 

From The Beat: Sounds like you had a tough relationship there. WE're 
sure you learned plenty from this experience 






"B" is a word use the define the female 

"B" is a word that's a disgrace to the female culture 

"B" is an animal 

why do females answer up to being called a "B" 

me my self can't stand the word, 

but I'm so immune to usin' the word 

that every female I come across gotta be a "B" 

no person in-particular it's just there 

if you disrespect me you a "B" 

not to be rude that's just how it is 

some feamales are so use to the word "B" 

when a man say's come here "B" she runs to him and 

says yes baby or even daddy 

to me it's outta-pocket 

but there's nothing I can do to stop it and I sure can't 

nock it 

'cause I use it too 

so "B" listen up this is a youngsta comin' straight from 

juvenile hall 

to all y'all who answer up to "B" don't do it.. 

-LIT Walker 

From The Beat: Powerful little piece. We hope you can correct your 
vocab and totally drop the "b" word and if others choose to be classless 
that's their choice. Handle your business and be the young lady you 
know you can be! 






This Hatefol Game 



Its easy to get into, but hard to get out 

sometimes you feel trapped like in a big old cloud. 

It's like they spit game in your ear and your sprung. 

They tell you they love you 

they tell you they care. 

In reality they love the game and the money that you 

bring. 

Ladies please listen to your heart and don't give up. 

I've learned the hard way 

that there's only a few good guys out there. 

The other ones just want to hurt you, and for you to 

believe their lies. 

It's no joke out there, it's the streets. 

No lies. Get out before it's too late, and there's no more 

time. 

-Tina Wina 

From The Beat: Tough lesson. We hope you take your good advice too. 
By the way, there's plenty of good guys out there, but first learn how to 
love yourself and take care of you, before you allow another person into 
your life. What's your plan upon getting out? 
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Guess What! 



Guess what the doctor said after I peed in da cup your 

pregnant 

boy was I in shock 

now I gotta take care of myself 

and another baby it ain't 

like I don't know what I'm doing 

but it's like damn, I'm in here 

doing time for a serious crime 

I'm sick to my stomach. 

-Lil' Shawnee 

From The Beat: Like you didn't have enough to worry about. Now you 
have a decision to make regarding being pregnant. We hope you are 
smart about this one, because if you bring a child into this world, we 
hope you are going to straighten up and act right! 



Facing The Music 



\ 



who ever reads this 

please he good 
'cause tfou wouldn't 

like It In here 
if on will he sorrtf for 

what if oh did, 



Today is a bad day for me 

after sitting in that empty white room 

so quiet and nothing to do 

some lady just called me out and said the baddest news 

that I could ever hear. 

"you might not not get released tomorrow". 

After counting the hours I have until my rlease and yet I 

could just kiss that away. 

Imagine if they told me I had to stay here until I'm 18 

years old 

I would kill myself. 

I can't wait until I get out 

who ever reads this please be good 
'cause you wouldn't like it in here 
you will be sorry for what you did. 

I am sorry I wasted my time in hear 

Than being with you . 

It's hard for me not to see or talk to you 

All I want to say is I miss you so much 

I'm sorry I didn't call you I didn't want you to worry. 

- Garina 

From The Beat: A tough lesson learned. We hope you don't ever take 
your freedom for granted again! 









I Never Thuught 

A wild girl like me 

Rippin' and running the streets 

never thought that it would be me 

ending up looking at getting charged as an adult, 

even though it wasn't me, 

it was like this other person, 

you probably thinking I'm lying 

but wait until you see me and you could tell I'm stressed 

out and depressed 

'cause I never thought it would be me. 

- Lil' Shawnee 

From The Beat: Of course we never imagine ourselves in such 
predicaments when we haven't set foot in such a place, but here you sit, 
locked up, looking at serious time. So we ask you, now what? Plenty to 
think about. 



Too late To Say I'm Sorry... 

Too late to say I'm sorry 

Too late to take back what I did 

But all I can say is sorry 

I wanna take it back 

I wanna have thought twice 

But as I lay awake at night all 

I can do is say sorry 

-Ohna 

From The Beat: There way more to do than lie in your room and say 
sorry. Try a phone call. Try a letter. Try being a leader and allowing your 
actions to show you are serious. 



Is Saying Sorry Enough 

I think that mostly people that say sorry don't mean it 
because they say it like it's an easy word to say. 

-Jaime 

From The Beat: It is an easy word to say. Where do you fit in on saying 
sorry? 



Sorry Is Never Enough 

You could say sorry to somebody a million times, but the 
pain that was caused is still going to be there. Sometimes 
sorry can make you feel better at the moment it was said, 
but deep down inside you know whatever happened that 
hurt you still lies with in you. 

-Mesha 

From The Beat: Yes, you have to learn how to learn how to live with the 
pain you carry inside, and maybe it would help if you teach others how 
to not live the life you are living. 



Things Changed 

Thinking about you as days and days go bye 

I realize how much I miss you 

And it makes me wanna cry 

I remember when you cared 

As much as I did 

But it seems that it all changed 

When I started telling fib after fib 

I tried my best to hide from you 

The mistakes I made day after day 

But 'cause too many mistakes was made 

Dissapointment on your face always stayed 

I'd like to say I am sorry 

For the trouble I caused more and more 

But the look in youre eyes seem to tell me 

That I should of said that way before 

- Danielle 



From The Beat: Live and learn, 
face. 



it's hard to 
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Is Saying Sorry Enough? 



One time I said I was sorry to my lady for cheating, and 
I really felt sorry. I cheated again. Why? I don't know. I 
guess it was this image I had for all the homeboys on da 
block, thinking we were flrme. 

-Amare 

From The Beat: We're sorry if we got your name wrong... we couldn't read 
your writing too clearly. But we want to thank you for being honest. We 
believe you when you say you were sincere when you apologized, even 
though you went out and did the same thing you apologized for. Trying 
to impress your peers can get you into all kinds of different troubles... 



Too Much Stress 



Q-vole Beat. This be the homie Termite coming from the 
unit 7. I can't believe it's been 200 days today that I've 
been here. I ain't tripping off of that though. 

Tomorrow is my 18th birthday. These next two weeks 
are the most important because next week I'm fighting 
my 707 case. I'm in here for three attempted murders, but 
since I ain't do it, I ain't really tripping. Hopefully, I get 
tried as a juvenile. 

I got hella shhh on my mind too. I seen my little 
brother today. I hella miss him. I messed up because he 
followed my example and ended up in here. I seen him 
today when our unit was at the gym. But I just wanna tell 
him I hella miss you and don't trip, I'ma be with you soon. 
They can't keep us locked up forever. 

-Termite 

From The Beat: You feel guilty because your little brother followed your 
example, and we can feel that. Whose example did you follow to get 
where you are? Can both you and your little brother find better role 
models to lead you out of the life that leads to locked cells and lost 
freedom? Don't fall for the lie that "they can't keep you forever." They 
can and they will if you give them that opportunity! We hope you beat 
your 707 because, whatever the system says about you, you are not an 
adult and should not be treated as one. 



I'm Tired 



I'm tired if being here, doing the same shhh every day. 
I'm tired of eating the food in here, I'm tired of seeing the 
same faces every day. I'm just tired of coming back to the 
same place I just got out of a minute ago. 

Dis shhh gets annoying and tiring going through all 
this shhh, hearing your PO's mouth. That's why when I 
get out I'ma do anything I can to stay out, At the same 
time I'ma be stackin' ma dough, but just ain't gone do 
no hot shhh to bring me back 'cause dis shhh is getting 
old. 

-Twon 

From The Beat: Yes, its getting old and you're getting older. We hope 
when you say you'll be stacking your dough that you plan to make 
it legit, because if you think you can still get it by breaking the law 
without facing the law's consequences, you'll be back again talking 
about how tired you a 1 "* 



Freestyle 

Man, what's poppin' wit' The Beat? This yo' boy A.N.T.O. 
holding it down in unit 7. My topic for today is about 
these fake-ass thugs in here talking 'bout they in here for 
some real shhhh... ninja in here for a violation. Ninja's 
don't know what it's like to live a day on the block when 
you duckin' hollows and send them back and friends and 
loved ones dying, so you retaliate so the enemies can feel 
it. It's an ongoing occurrence. 

-Anto 

From The Beat: It's time you stopped worrying why anyone else is locked 
up, or what they say about it, and focused a little bit more on what 
leads you to give up your own freedom. Without that focus, you'll just 
find yourself deeper and deeper into a system where everybody is lying 
about something... 









likiig Soiene Under Yiur Wini 

I haven't been taken under anybody's wing. So I learned 
most of what I know on my own. But I did take my lil* 
brother under my wing. I try my best to keep lil' bra out 
of trouble, but I can't do that if I keep comin back to da 
halls, but lil' bra smart. I did teach him a few things I had 
to learn the hard way, but we only two years apart, so 
he don't be listenin' like that. But he good. While I'm in 
here, he stayin' out of trouble and we gone be reunited 
real soon. 

-Cal 

From The Beat: It's good that your little brother is smart, but being 
smart is just not enough. He needs the role model that you could be 
providing him, not by what you teach him through your words, but 
what you teach him through your actions. 



"Sorry" Is Not Enough 



Sorry is not enough. Sorry can't change anything like the 
problem at hand. If I say I lost something and someone 
says sorry, I can't get it back. Sometimes I feel sorry for 
someone, like a poor person. But other than that, sorry 
is not enough. 

-Baby Snackz 

From The Beat: But even if "sorry" is not enough, is it something? Have 
you said "sorry" and felt better about yourself? Have you felt sorry 
about something you did or said, but could not bring yourself to say 
"sorry" about it? 



The Promise 



Man, Beat, read this: The messed-up-ass staff just played 
us out our phone calls, and I need ta call da wifey. 
I was just readin' in this book called "Dutch II" and this 
dude, Young World, he was Dutch' young ninja. But before 
he died, the last words he said to his wifey was a promise. 
He was at the strip club and died on the toilet. 

See, I don't want to get shipped off somewhere and 
don't get ta call her an' tell her I love her. I want to tell her 
before I leave JJC. But y'all, dat's all I got right now. I'm 
out. 

-Quan 

From The Beat: We can only imagine how stressful it would be to give up 
our freedom, and then to have what few privileges still left to us taken 
away. We're sorry you didn't get to make your call, but you'll get another 
chance. In the meantime, we hope you can let your stress out by writing 
about it and not by acting on it... 



My Little Brother 



Q-vole Beat? What's cracking with it? Me, just chilling 
up in the halls. The topic I'ma write about a time I took 
one of the little homies under my wings. 

The little homie's name was Lil' Pun and I messed up 
by bringing him to the block. I told him to hang out and 
kick it. 

But also, not everything was negative. I told him 
to stay in school. Remind him to not do this and that. 
I messed up though because he wouldn't listen after 
awhile because he would see me out there and be like, 
"What the hell? You telling me to stop but you still out 
here banging." Now I'm locked up. Also he locked up. I 
guess I screwed up, but if I could go back I would never 
bring him to the block. But I still love my little homie. 

-Termite 

From The Beat: The sad reality is, whether you took him to the block or 
not, and whether you spoke to him about avoiding the negative or not, 
he was bound to follow what you did, not what you said. Just as you 
followed some older homies into the situation you now find yourself, he 
followed you, leaving two brothers away from their home and hurting 
the ones that love them most. Do you have any plans to change the 
course you've been on, or will it jr~* "~ * "* " 
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Why Me 

Sometimes I ask myself, why me? I do so well in 
everything I do, from school, to work, to giving to the 
homeless. From respecting my mother to respecting 
things that is not mines. Sometimes I do for others more 
then I do for myself. But things seem to go downhill for 
me. 

Sometimes I ask myself, why me? No matter what 
is brought upon me I could never do the same to other 
person. Life is good for the most part, but sometimes I 
still ask myself, why me? 

-Kenyata 

From The Beat: Okay, Kenyata, why you? It's obvious to us that you 
have qualities of a good heart and a good brain, so we are as interested 
in what answers you come up with (and we're sure you've come up with 
some answers) as we are the question. 



x r 



He Took The Blame For Me 






Not Feelin 9 It 



What's up wit da Beat? Man I'm just writing telling about 
my case. I caught a gun charge July 15. I pleaded guilty 
'cause there was no reason to go to trial and lose. I went 
to court about four times. On my third court date — it was 
8-6-07 — and they gave me a release to a grouper. 

But to keep it on da reals, I ain't feelin' no groupers. 
I've never been to a grouper before. On the 23rd I had 
court an' got accepted to Mary Hope in da Valley Jo. It's 
the 28th and I'm still in here, and I'm not feelin it. But 
hopefully I should be out soon. I'm out, Beat. 

-Jay G 

From The Beat: You know, one of the ingredients of maturity is accepting 
the consequences for our behavior, even when we're "not feeling it." The 
legal consequences of any gun charge could have been far more serious 
than going to a group home, so you should be feeling a little relief, and 
even some gratitude. We hope you find some positive things about your 
experience in Vallejo because ex 
the positive, you will find it, but 
what you'll find. Good luck! 



When I was with my friends, I rob some boy and my 
friends went to jail. And I just going to say sorry. Now my 
friends in CYA for two years. Sometimes I say why did 
he did not tell on me. When he call me on the phone, I 
I told him to tell on me. He say, "Forget that shhh. I do not I 
tell." 

-Kevin 

From The Beat: You are feeling guilty because your friend went to jail 
for what you did, and that feeling of guilt tells us that you have a 
conscience. We hope you listen to that conscience — and that, one day, 
it will also make you sorry for the boy you robbed. 






Missing The Streets 



\ 



Man, I miss my days out on the streets, when me and my 
friends were around. All the boys on the corner, saying 
my name, "Big Bird." I hate when people say that at times, 
but now I do (like it.) Man, I miss my days out. 

-Big Bird 

From The Beat: We almost didn't publish this because you don't say 
much at all. Are you going back to what you miss so much when you 
get out of here? Do you think you can do the same things you did that 
led you here without paying the same price? If not, what do you plan 
to change? 



Positive Vibe But Not Soared At All 

Yo' 'sup Beat? Man, it's C-Dubb. I'm tired of being in 
here. Ninjas getting smacked on da outs, but shhh, I got 
my bra in here. He didn't have anything to do with my 
crime, but witness pointed him out. Keep yo' head up bra. 
For the rest, man, I'm ah be out eventually on some otha 

I shhh. I gotta positive vibe. 
Yeah, I gotta positive vibe — cool calm and collective 
vibe. Man, I be on some smooth shhh, B. But feel me, 
man, when I get out I'm gone be on that positive shhh. 
I'm gone be on my school and job shhh, wit' a hustle on 
the side. Still never ever been scared of no man, that's on 
moma's. 

But feel a ninja, ah still end up tragic. But yeah, man, 
a real positive vibe, but I ain't scared at all. I'm gone, Beat. 
Holla at ya boy. 

-C-Dubb 

From The Beat: We sense a certain split in what you're thinking. Even 
with that positive vibe that you say will make you serious about school 
and work (keys to a better future), you also make sure we know you'll 
have a "hustle on the side." We've seen this split too often in the past 
— one foot in one world, one foot in another — and we've seen the sad 
results. Standing in two places at once is a prescription for falling. Or, 
in the words of Abraham Lincoln, "A house divided against itself cannot 
stand." 



Go Nuts 

Going nuts in this place. I can't take it out. I have so 
much pain going through me right now. I don't know what 
to do with it. I think my son is going to follow my footstep. 
I don't want him to think this is the life to him. So I pray 
to God that he don't come the way I did. I keep thinking 
of my dead homie. I'm out 

-Vago 

From The Beat: We hope your son doesn't follow in your footsteps, but 
you can be sure that where you walk he will walk. (What you talk will 
mean almost nothing.) So think where you want to put your feet down 
when you get out of this situation, and keep in mind that where you 
step, your son will follow. 



RIP Unc 



Wha's up to all my peoples? Keep y'all heads up, stay 
strong. Y'all stay in my prayers. I'm coo', going through 
downhill in my case. I ain't going to be home for two, 
three years. They playin' me. It's coo', but hey, I'm a keep 
it trucha, like my brother. He's a soldier, so, hey, time is 
time and I'm going to handle mines. 

But homies, keep y'all heads up and do you, 'cause 
nobody cares but only fam. Open your eyes to the reality, 
'cause you' doing the time, nobody else, and when you' 
six feet under, your fam will cry and the rest will move 
on. 

-Young Hitters 

From The Beat: You are so right about family versus homies. As for 
playing you, we read that in every issue of The Beat, and our response 
is always the same. If you didn't give them the opportunity, then they 
couldn't play you. The only way t" " " ^" B " " * "- 



At one point of time I had my uncle in my life who really 
took me under his wing to show me the right path of life. 
Like other ways of getting money instead of hustling on 
the block. My uncle really did everything for me, from 
supporting me through school, clothes, shoes, just very 
physical and my need in my life. He was a good uncle 
who was very loyal, respected, and a caring man, that 
didn't want to see his nephews struggling in this hectic- 
ass life. But now he's gone, and I'm all alone, missing him 
much. But he always told me to stay up and stay smiling 
on these suckas, ya know! Yadaa, RIP Unc Dee Lou. 

-Jay Pitt 

From The Beat: Not everyone is lucky enough to have someone like your 
uncle, to school them and help to provide for their needs. We're sorry 
he's gone. How can you respect and honor his memory by living the way 
he wanted you to live? 




unnnnBmmr ///////// 
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My Block 
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Wha's up wit' The Beat? Yeah, it's yo' boy Hot- Rod 
holdin' it down till I touchdown, feel me. But I'm gone tell 
y'all 'bout my block... On my block it's always something 
going on. It be fiends coming through getting they work. 
Girls fightin' and shhh over anything, for real. Young 
ninjas bangered up waitin' for somethin' to slide through. 
Big weed in the air. Jus' everyday shhh that go down on 
the turf, feel me. I'm gone though, Beat. 

-Hot-Rod 

From The Beat: You should know by now that we don't allow you to 
name your block, and so we had to take some stuff out of this piece. 
Besides what goes on there (and what goes on here), do you have any 
hopes or plans to experience other things? Like what? 



I Love My Big Head 



The last time I said I love you was the day I got locked 
up. I told my boyfriend I love him. I hadn't seen him in a 
long time, so that was special to me, because he always 
there for me and he makes me feel so damn good when 
I'm around him. We stick together through all da shhh. 
I ride fa dat boy, no matter what. We been together for a 
min, almost a year. I love my Big Head — that's ma other 
half. 

-Lil' Doodie 

From The Beat: Well, apparently you didn't love him enough to stay 
out there with him. When we read pieces like this (and we read a lot 
of them), we always wonder what love really means to the writer. All 
we can conclude is that you loved something more than him, 
at the time you picked up the case that got you here. 



at least 
Will the future 



be different? 



Juvenile Ain't It 



What's up wit' The Beat? It ya boy Chunky, just chillin' in 
my room. What I'm 'bout to do wit' my life. I was thinking 
about going to Samoa for a year to finish my probation 
over there and do good. But at the same time, I really want 
to go home. 

Just to let people know, juvenile ain't shhh. It's like a 
daycare. Send me to Bruno or something. But if I get out, 
I promise I'm doing good. I'm going to avoid the friends 
that I hang out with. 

I really want to change my life, but I'm 'bout to let ya 
go. Peace out, ya boy Chunky. But let me send the love to 
my brothers. 

-Chunky 

From The Beat: We really hope you keep to the promises you make here. 
We have a good Samoan friend who was in your situation some years 
ago. He thought he was smarter than the system and when he got out 
of here, he did some good, but didn't stop doing dirt. Soon, he found 
himself doing some time in San Quentin. Now he's in college doing 
great, but wishing he had made that choice before wasting all that 
time. Don't make his mistakes! 






Mad 



X 



Man, this Bee Bop. Man I'm hella mad. They got me in 
here for some petty shhh for fighting and a violation. The 
reason why I'm hella mad is because I was finally doing 
good an' I got locked up. 

-Bee Bop 

From The Beat: We're pleased that you were doing good and understand 
why its frustrating to be back inside for a violation. But you know the 
consequences, even if you don't like or agree with them. So, why is it so 
hard to avoid the actions that lead to those consequences? 



Lnve Poem 



Your eyes are like da moonlight 

It gleams through the night 

Your smile is like a pearl 

Everywhere it sparkle and it shines 

My love for you is different 

It un-con-dition-al, 

Me and you together 

Equals re-mark-able 

I steady try to think 

Of a way to make you notice me 

Me and you together 

Equals what me make believe 

I come from da heart 

Tryin' to find a place to start 

One day I hope to be with you 

At night at a park 

Holdin' hands and cuddlin' 

While we look into the stars 

-Halo 

From The Beat: This is a lovely love poem. Halo, but we can't tell by 
reading it whether you're creating a loving scenario only in your mind, 
or whether the person you're addressing this poem to knows how you 
feel. Is this based on what has already passed between you, or a hope 
about what might pass between you? 



I Miss Having Fun 

Hi! My name is Bannan, holding it down in Unit 5. Yeah, 
I miss the old days on the outs, having fun, man. I been 
here for 95 days. I hate it here. To all ma ninjas in all the 
units, keep yo' heads up. 

Man, I hate the school here. It is dumb. Forget YGC. 
They can't hold me down for long. But when I get out, am 
not coming back. I miss ma baby, Dre, so much. I can't 
wait until I get out. 

-Banna 



is designed — to make you want to get out and stay out. But tell us, 
what is your plan for keeping that promise of "not coming back?" As 
for the school being "dumb," maybe it is and maybe it isn't, but we can 
tell that you should be paying more attention in school, whether its 

here or on the outs. Education is r ■— *- - J -* * — * * 

to the wise... 



Is Saying Sorry Enough 



What's up with tha Beat? Yeah, I apologize sometimes. 
But most of the time I don't mean it. Like this one time 
at the court house I cursed at the judge and kicked the 
court door. Then the next court day I said, "Sorry. My 
bad for what happened the other day." That helped me 
because sayin' sorry make the other person think you 
thought about what you did. And I did mean it! So yeah, 
dat's it. I'm gone, baby bra. 

-Young Chris 

From The Beat: Okay, we've all been in situations where we've decided 
saying we're sorry was the smart thing to do, even if we weren't really 
sorry. But what about times when you really were sorry for something 
you did or said. How do you handle those situations? 



" ,L 's An Expert 

I don't think nobody is a expert. Some people might be 
pros at something, but experts don't mess up at what they 
do. I'm not a expert at nothing but being myself. People 
that call theyself experts is — this is the new name — 
Phonies. So, when people call they self experts, just say 
straight Phony, okay? 'Cause that's all they is. 

-Young Chris 

From The Beat: You made your point forcefully, but you offered no 
explanation for why you believe this. Are you saying that if Albert 
Einstein called himself an "expert" at physics, he's really a phony? If 
Michael Jordan calls himself an expert at basketball, is he a phony? 
Explain what you mean. 
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I Miss 



I miss my mom. I miss da block. I miss da thugs. I miss 
da females. I miss my aunties. I miss my uncles. I miss 
my lil' bruhs. I miss my twin brothers. I miss the fresh air. 
I miss the outs. All those things I miss, but the question 
is do I really miss all that to change my wicked ways... 
Who Knows? 

I think I'm goin' home, but I'm not sure. I know I 
could do the time, but how long would the battle last. I 
miss my family but would it change me from doin' what I 
do. I would never know until my court is over. Let's wait 
and see. 

-Yung Chunky 

From The Beat: Of course you miss all these things. That's what it 
means to be incarcerated. But if you don't know the answer to your last 
question, who could? If you decide you don't want to be locked up, why 
wait and see what will come? Make the changes in your thinking that 
must come before any real change comes in your life. (We combined your 
two pieces because both were on the same subject.) 



Stayin Out Of YGC 



What it do wit' The Beat? You know it's ya boy young 
KADA just chilling, doing the time. But yeah, being in 
here ain't change me. I'm still gone be the person I been. 
One of my role models is Illy Ack and he been through 
a lot. I know he love me and the block. I just want to say 
I hope all the homies get out and never come back to this 
place. But yeah, I'm out. See y'all on the outs. Aahhhhh! 
Holla back Beat. 

-Young Kada 

From The Beat: If being in here doesn't bring any change, then what 
makes you think there will be any change in the consequences? Are you 
looking forward to spending more and more time locked up, because 
that is exactly what doing the same as you did before will bring you. 



Sorry Is A Word 



Sorry... I feel sorry is a word 'cause most of the people 
who say sorry in jail just say it, or they are sorry for 
getting caught 'cause that is all that I'm sorry for. I'm not 
sorry for what I did to the person I hurt. I'm sorry I got 
caught. I said sorry a lot to my girl an' never mean it. I am 
sorry for hurtin' my mom by being in here, but that is all 
I felt sorry for. 

-Froggy 

From The Beat: Well, we admire your honesty in writing this piece. 
When you say you're sorry for hurting your mom for coming here, we're 
interested to know whether that means you're going to change anything 
when you get out of here so you don't hurt your mom again? Or, is that 
"sorry" just a word also? 



Lil' Homies Under My 

What's good with The Beat Within? Ya boy chillin' doin' it 
big, ya heard. But ya boy been thinking about hella shhh, 
but this one topic caught cha boy A.F.B. attention about 
taking people under they wing and teaching your homies, 
friends, and family members all the positive things you 
need in life. But really our younger brothers and sisters 
really need the guidance from us older people. Every day 
I'm on the block, I always tell my thugs to go to school 
'cause it's not nothin out here besides death and jail. 
Think about that, ya dig. 

-Young Bundy 

From The Beat: We appreciate the advice you "tell" your "thugs" about 
going to school, etc. But we know that you understand young people 
don't do what they're told, they do what they see, like monkeys. So, 
whatever you tell them, when they see you doing the things that led 
you here, that's what they're going to follow. Time to follow your own 
excellent advice! 



X 
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You're The Other Half Of My Heart 

You always be my first love 

You gave me butterflies in my stomach 

You caught my mind 

I'm so in love with you 

It's making me blind 

Your hugs, kisses, make me weak 

I miss you so much 

I dream too much 

But I'll always be there to support you 

You know my whole life 

And loved me for me 

Drama, fights, and all the bad things we been through 

I stayed by your side 

I stand up for you and always will 

'Cause I'm going to ride and die with you 

I just wish you understand 

And stop being blind 

'Cause you lost a one-of-a-kind 

But you always be in my heart 

-Young H 

From The Beat: If this man you love so much has moved on, we think 
you should too. Each week, you write about this lost love and how 
much he means to you, and we feel the pain that all lost love brings 
(and that most all of us have experienced). All we can say, from our own 
years of experience, is that you are a whole person with or without him 
(or anyone), and that you must find the strength in yourself to stand 
and walk forward. 






nd 



I Ever Get Oot? 



Sometimes I sit in my room thinkin' will I ever get out 

I know I'm gonna be gone for a year no doubt 

I know that I messed up but it's cool 

I'm get out, get a job and go back to school 

It's not gone be a 9-5, but at least I get paid 

I don't need a gun 'cause suckas already afraid 

I locked up right with the thugs at the table 

My PO played me at court and said my home ain't stable 

I know for a fact that that's a lie 

Being in here is better than out and I might die 

That's all I can say and that's how far Fma go 

I miss my own clothes you know 

I wanna give a shout out to my bruhs 

Keep ya head up, love you Bruh 

-Young Mo 

From The Beat: It appears that you think you can get paid for a "job" 
that doesn't require a 9-5 commitment, and we know you can. But open 
your eyes and look around you. "Pay" comes in many forms, and one 



about getting paid... Only a fool would believe that he could go back to 
doing what got him here without paying the same price for it. We don't 
think you're a fool... but only time will tell. 



Changin' The Game 

Yeah, man, dis yo' boy. Hit you wit' da no braina. They 
had me in here for a long-ass time and now they tryin' to 
let me out. I'm supposed to get out some time this week, 
but they been sayin' that fo' da longest. 

I'm supposed to go to Vallejo for six months. I thought 
about it while I was in here, and I'ma stay so I can beat the 
system for once and change the game, 'cause we always 
runnin' and dat's phony. I wanna walk to the store wit'out 
bein' hot, and dat's what's up. 

-Lil' Curt 

From The Beat: We really like the fact that you've been thinking, and 
your thoughts have led you to see that by running from a program, 
you're only giving the system more power over you. We hope you get to 
walk to that store real soon, and that you don't do anything that will 
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Been On The Outs 
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What 'sup Beat? It's me, Swada, you know. Bern' on 
the outs be crackin'. Bern' on the block and keeping the 
block lit. But yeah, bein' on the outs is hard to stay out 
of trouble. But when I get out, I'm gone try to stay out of 
here. But yeah, I got to go. See you later Beat. 

-Swada 

From The Beat: What would make this a better piece, Swada, would be 
if you would explain what you mean when you say you are going to "try 
to stay out of here." What will you do — or what will you stop doing — 
to try to stay out of here? 



Experts 



\ 



Who's an expert at the criminal justice system? The 
people that are expert at getting caught, not the people 
that study an' go to school for it. They are amateurs at it 
'cause they have never been. That is what I think. 

-Froggy 

From The Beat: Okay, if we want to know how to get caught and go 
to jail, we'll consult the real experts, the ones who are locked up... (We 
didn't print your last piece about taking your brother under your wing 
because it was only two sentences long, and you can't say anything in 
two sentences. So please, next time choose just one topic to write a lot 
more about instead of three topics to write just a little about.) 



Experts 



\ 



Nobody's an expert, from my point of view. Nobody can 
be so up-to-date on a topic. There's always going to be one 
thing they didn't know. But yeah, nobody's an expert. 

-Baby Snackz 

From The Beat: Does being an expert mean you have to know everything 
there is about a subject, or just more than anyone else knows about 
it? 



Staying Out Of Jail 



I want to be a expert to stay out of jail. I'm a expert at 
getting money and buying cars and smoking big weed and 
playin' football and going to school and taking care of my 
family and my young thugs. Love Fat Thug always. 

-FatT 

From The Beat: If you think you're an expert at buying cars and smoking 
weed — the very things that put you in jail — then you're only being an 
expert at lying to yourself! 



X 



Groip Hues 



First off, forget group homes! I hate the fact there's a 
group home. I'm tired of group homes. That shhh don't 
help. At least for me! Just because it worked for some, it 
don't mean it's going to work for me! All they do in a group 
home is stress you out. They just holla hella bullshhh. 
That makes you angry and just makes me personally 
think about things I don't wanna think. 

-Mike 

From The Beat: It's too bad you've had such bad experiences in group 
homes. Could it be that some group homes are better (or worse) than 
others? We can't tell you what to do, but we believe that the attitude 
you bring to any program is the best predictor of whether you get 
anything out of it or not. In other words, if you expect shhh, that's 
what you'll find. So we hope you don't judge every group home by the 
past, and leave your mind open to the possibility that you might get 
something good out of it. 




You Know One When You See It! 

An expert is me 

You know how it be 

You see me you know I'm shinin' young "Gs 

Watch how I role through in my new drop on "Ds." 

It's money in my pocket 'cause I put her in my pocket 

So put me in the pocket 

Yeah, this is how I'm rockin' 

And I get it poppin' 

But yeah, when I seen ya she really wanted ta flirt 

'Cause she found out B-Love was an expert 

-B-Love 



you are behind these walls/Having to ask like a child even for head 
calls/If you think that makes you an expert, you're sound asleep/Time 
to start thinking and not being just another sheep. 



Next week is going to be a good week fo' me because next 
week I get out on Wednesday on da 5th of September. Dat 
day is gon be crankin' fo'real. Fma go stupid, go dumb, go 
stupid, go dumb. But I got only one day to be wit' my fams 
like. But my sister Mariah in here. I love you sis. But I 
ask me am I going to stay out. Well Fma try. Anything can 
happen, but whatever happens happens. 

-Ieremia 

From The Beat: What does it mean you are going to try to stay out? 
Trying is more than hoping, so what do you plan to do to stay out? If 
you get locked up again after experiencing what it's like to give up your 
freedom, then we'll know you really did go stupid! Good luck! 



Taking Someone Under My Wing 

I never took anyone under my wing, but I will if someone 
comes too me and asks for help. I will try to help them. 
But other than that, no, I never took anyone. 

-Baby Snackz 

From The Beat: We can tell that you have a heart and a talent for 
writing. So next time, please take just one topic and write about it. 
When you write about all three topics, as you did here, you can't really 
tell us much of anything. We didn't even publish your final piece about 
being back here for the 5th time because of this reason.) 



Messed Up Vacation 

I'm tired of this place. I wanna go home. This is not the 
place for me. I miss the block and everything outside. 
The staff don't never want to give phone calls to a ninja 
or nothin'. They barely even want us to come out for rec. 
The staff is lazy as hell, don't do nothing but sit there and 
talk shhh. 

-Treezy 

From The Beat: We're sure there are staff like those you describe, just as 
we're sure there are dedicated staff who really want to help. But here's 
the thing: nobody thinks this place is right for him or her. Everybody 
misses what they left behind on the outs. That's what its designed for 
so that next time you're out there, you'll think twice before doing the 
things that let the system sweep you into places like this. 



f 
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Taking Someone Under Your Wing 

I got a friend in a program. She tells me all the time to 
go to school, because she said the study is important for 
myself. She tell me only if I study, I can do something in 
my life. She said the street never give to me nothing good. 
She tell me what is good and what is bad. 

In the street is not good when you are in a gang, 
because you get only problems. When you walk in the 
street, somebody can kill you. That is one point. The next 
point is you get problems with hella people. You go to the 
jail all the time. You go out, you go inside. 

-Walter 

From The Beat: Your friend is telling you very important lessons, Walter. 
We hope you are listening to what she says, and we hope you follow 
her advice. Thank you for writing in English. It is very good to do that 
because the more you read and write, your English will become better 



and better. 



My Mom Gets Everything Right 



\ 



I think my mom is an expert sometimes, because she 
does everything right. She gets everything right. My mom 
took me under her wing when I was born and I love her for 
that. She taught me right from wrong. 

-Ricky 

From The Beat: Ricky, you can't just write one sentence on each topic 
and hope to get in The Beat. You can't teach anything in one sentence 
(which is why we omitted one of your pieces and joined the other two 
together into one). Next time, write about one subject, and give us 
many more details and explanations than this. 



No Stopping 



\ 



Can't stop, won't stop 

Til my casket drops 

I'ma stay on top 

We're getting street glory 

For the homies that passed away I'm sorry 

Now I can only pour out some of my forty 

I know it's not a happy story 

When it gets bloody that's when our vision get teary an' 

blurry 
But I'm'a still push, push an' strive 

-Lil' Lazy 

From The Beat: Push, push and strive... what for?/Y6u can handle this 
little time, but how much more?/Every boast you make simply puts 
another lock on the door/But this is a message you've heard many times 
before/So we'll stop this rant before we become a bore. 






Trying To Be Grateful 



W'a'sup with The Beat? Well, same old shhh here, I 
haven't been here that long, like a month and a half or 
two. I really ain't trippin'. I'm probably gonna do a year 
at the ranch, but I try to be grateful 'cause it could be 
worse. 

I just wanna let the homies in here know to stay up 
and to try not to stress. A'ight den, late Beat. 

-Vicious 

From The Beat: We hope you think carefully about just how much worse 
it could be so that you don't have to experience it first hand. 



Expert? Who You? Never! 



I've been coming in and out of jail since I was 12 years 
old. And over the years I've started to get tired of the same 
old lectures some of the staff give me. 

One thing I can admit is that I've taken the advice 
that some had to offer. But advice that some of the others 
told me didn't faze. They made it sound like they knew 
what I was going through, but really, they didn't. Most of 
the staff try to sound good, but what do they know about 
a gangbanger's life? That's the question. And I have the 
answer. Nothing! Experts they call themselves. I laugh 
and say, "you're looking at an expert!" 

-Lil' Looney Toon 

From The Beat: OK, clearly you are an expert. But how far does that 
get you? Apparently, your expertise has landed you in the hall over and 
over again, since the age of twelve. With that kind of a batting average, 
who needs experts? Maybe you should listen more closely to the non- 
experts. Its worth a try, isn't it? 



Now Is The Time 

Now is the time, 

time for action, reaction. 

it's time to upset the man, 

to start the chaos 

in the depths of the mind. 

Now is the time, 

for the process, 

for the pain, 

for the change. 

It's time to wake up 

from the lies 

hidden from everyone's eyes - 

the truth locked away, 

yet given freely, 

but in disguise 

to fool your eyes, 

to control your life, 



F Now is the time, FF 
E time for action, reaction E 
F it's time to upset the man, 5 
F to start the chaos FF 
E In the depths of the mind 5 


to make you a slave, 

not realizing, only feeling 

the pain of being trapped inside. 

Now is the time to stand up, 

time to accept the truth 

in the depths of everyone's mind 

where God truly lies, 

to let be what is, 

to let the world 

truly be 

at peace.... 

-Aeron 

From The Beat: What is that 'truth' Aeron? Is there one truth that we 
all could see, if we opened our eyes? It seems that there are so many 
'truths' out in the world, and some people believe so strongly in their 
own version of the truth, they're willing to kill non-believers. How do 
we deal with that? 
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Camcorder 



If you were to go thru my life 
you see nothing but violence and money 

always got to watch my back in the 

streets for these enemies and these police 

the money comes in from all that dope - game 

making money the easy way is fun 

but at the same way dangerous and always 

got to be packing a gun 

Father and mother caring and worried 

That there child is getting chased and to hurry 

Before he gets caught and back to this hall 

Where wake-up, breakfast, and back to sleep is all 

So my camera is messed- up 

And it goes up but never comes down. 

-King Slim 

From The Beat: You see the problem, can you correct the picture/story? 



My Life, My Movie 



\ 






chi 



If you had a camcorder, you would need a lot of recording 
tape because my life is like a movie. I've been through 
hell and back my whole life. 

I've been from one family member to another. I've 
seen alot of shhh in my own eyes, and I'm sure that it's 
as good as a movie. 

Yo' if you seen what I been through, you'd see a 
struggling young man fighting for my life to be good. I 
understand, throughout my whole life, that we don't get 
dealt the best cards, but we got to play them the best we 
can or else we will lose in the end. 

To all the fallen soldiers and all still struggling, stay 
up and stay strong. One love. 

-Johnny 

From The Beat: OK, you have had a hard life, now what? We hope 
you can learn from the past and work on a better and more promising 
future. By the way, we 'd love to hear more from you on the type of 
childhood you had. We're listening. 



I've been from one family mem- 
ber to another, I've seen alot 
of shhh In mtf own eyes, and 
I'm sure that it 's as good as 
a movie, 



This Life 



I have a hard life 

I'm going to a group home 

my family is pressuring me to run to another state with 

them 

I don't really want to do it but I might 

my life is about crime and running but I want to stay 

I have a family to take care of. 

My kid is still in the hospital so it is all I have to say 

it is hard to talk about. 

-Lil' Dreamer 

From The Beat: Yes, you have plenty of pressure, and we hope that your 
baby will guide you to making the right decision with your life. Forget 
the family that wants you to run, that will only cause greater pain and 



Legalize Them! 



If drugs and violence was ruining my community and 
where I grew up I would legalize marijuana and all other 
drugs and I would also let the violence continue. 

I would be the first black president and make houses 
hella cheaper so homeless people would not have to live 
under bridges and in cars. 

I would stop development so people wouldn't have to 
move and if they had to, planes would be free. 

The legal drinking and smoking ages would be 15 
and people wouldn't have to have ID cards. And everyone 
would be able to stay out as late as they wanted to and 
I would let whoever wants weed buy it and people could 
sell it for what that they want to. 

-Jw 

From The Beat: We appreciate you using your imagination. But some 
of the things you want to see happen in our communities would cause 
chaos. Keep thinking and pushing yourself to see a better way! 



I Love You 



What's good with it Beat? To me to truly love a girl I 
think it's when you can be with her and be able not to 
cheat, so in that case I will never fall in love 'cause if a girl 
comes up to me and she looks good that's all me. 

The only people I can truly love is my homeboys and 
family. 

I've been here 10 1/2 months and got two more to 
go before I go to a group home so I'll be here. I miss the 
outs. 

-M 

From The Beat: You know you and this is where you stand today. 
Watch, one day you will find that true love, and hopefully you won't be 
tinkering with the system when you do find love, its bad enough you 
are putting your family through this. 



My Memory 

I grew up in Morgan Hill. It first started when I moved in. 
When I was very young I met a kid who was my boy. First 
we hated each other, then one day we go in a fight but 
after that day we became cool. We kicked it everyday. We 
were stealing from Albertsons and liquor stores. WE were 
stealing everything! 

Then we moved to the Warehouse until it shut down 
and Rite Aid. 

We also talked to girls some times. I saw what a girl 
looked naked when I was nine I saw a video at my boy's 
house. We used to smoke in the creek. We found two 
bikes and fixed them up. Stealing was an every day thing. 
But then I moved out when I was a young teen. 

-Victor 

From The Beat: So is this your past? Or, do you still rob and steal? 
Hope this trend is old and you are now understanding the need to live 
legitly. 



I have a hard life 

I'm going to a group home 

mif fa nil I if Is pressuring me to 

run to another state with them 
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Saying Sorry Not Enough 



x 



What's good wit' chu Beat and Beat reader? Yeah, it's 
yo' big uso Siaki aka Giant Samoa. Well, I am gonna be 
writing about the word sorry. 

Well, I said sorry about my actions to my parent more 
than I lived. I always say sorry to my parent for getting 
locked up all the time and messing up in school. And for 
seeing their son getting locked up for so long. 

And when I bring the cops to da house for the stupid 
shhh I do. And end up getting a chance from the cops. And 
say sorry to my parents for that. Then the very next week 
or later on that day get locked up for the same shhh. Well, 
I think it's about that time to stop saying that favorite 
word we like to use. 

Aright, see y'all next week. 

-Giant Samoa 

From The Beat: Well, it's either time to stop saying that favorite word, 
or its time to start meaning it when you say it. Which is more important 
to you, the "stupid shhh" you do that puts you here, or your parents 
trust? How many times can you tell them you're sorry without showing 
any change before they lose that trust? 



A Sorry Word, Sorry! 



Q- vole Beat. It's Travieso. This chignon is coming from 
the max unit B9. Today I'm going to write on the topic 
on saying "sorry." I don't use that word too much. I do 
apologize for things that I do, or for the people I hurt like 
loved ones, but to sit there and say sorry all the time... 

To me, the only people that say "sorry" are really the 
"sorry-ass foo's," and I'm not a sorry-ass "vato." I'm as 
solid as they come, and I'll never change that, so that's 
why I try to keep sorry out of my vocabulary. 

So to all the one's that are sorry keep being sorry 
'cause that's what you are is "sorry," and to those who 
ain't, don't turn sorry, just change what you did wrong, 
and come correct next time. 

Well that's all I got to say about that word "sorry." So 
until next time to all that know me stand tall stay strong 
and refuse to fall. Poof, I'm Gone. 

-Travieso 

From The Beat: We're confused. You wrote that you you're not one to 
be sorry about things, but you also wrote that you apologize for things 
that hurt the people you love... To us, that means that you have done 
things that you're sorry about. So how do you apologize if you don't use 
the word "sorry"? We're sorry, but we just don't get it! 



Sorry Honey 

I'm sorry for what I put you through 

I never meant to do this to you 

Every night I sit in my room and contemplate on what to 

do 
Hearing voices through the ventilation... Only if you 

knew 

You're alone and lost without me to guide you places 

But that's where you take charge and fight the tough 

faces 

I'm sorry baby girl for my unfashionable behavior 

Having you in my life is a unspoken savior 

So that's why I should take advantage of it 

And treat you like a queen that you are just a lil* bit 

We're so far away from each other but yet so close 

I gotta be cautious and stay on my toes 

Soon enough we we'll reunite so don't worry 

I love you baby, I just wanna say that I'm sorry 

-Chuccy 

From The Beat: Sorry is as sorry does. In other words, it's great for you 
to say your s ■---. « ^_..^ ..__-. 



to live outside in freedom. It's not her words you crave, it's her. It's not 
your words she craves, its you. 



Taking Someone Under Your Wing 

I wish I had a dad so he can take me under his wing. I 
never had a real dad. If I did, maybe I wouldn't be here 
writing this. 

-Feeling Wit in 

From The Beat: We're sorry you grew up without a dad. Since you know 
what that means, we hope when the time comes for you to be a dad, 
you'll be a real one. (Next time, don't write about all the topics because 
you cheat us out of your thinking when you can only put down two or 
three sentences. Next time take one topic and write a lot more about 
it. Thanks.) 



r 



Getting Taken Under An Old Person's Wing 

'Sup Beat? Well I am going write about this lil' topic. 
Well, when I was young I had an older uso take me under 
his wing. Always telling me to do good and always telling 
me to stop banging. But he already knew what was going 
to go down when I did. He didn't want dat to happen to 
his Lil' Uce, so he jus' always said, "Lil' Uce when it the 
right time for it, then do it." And he always said, "I hope 
that time is soon." 

I always listen to dat ninja. He was there to guide you 
through yo' rough time. He'll stand by you through thick 
and thin. Always said, "Change, Lil' Uce, change," and I 
always let his word go in one ear and out the other. 

I never took my uso's words to da heart. But now my 
uso is gone. I took him for granted, never seriously. It's 
my bad. Well dat's the person who took me under his 
wing. A'ight, sa rough, sa tough. 

-Giant Samoa 

From The Beat: It must have been disappointing to this older person 
who saw something in you worth trying to guide in a new direction 
when you disrespected his advice by ignoring it. At the same time, the 
real loser has been you. If you truly respect what this older uso did for 
you, then now's the time to take his words to heart. If he could come 
to spend ten minutes with you right now, what do you think he would 
say to you? Do you have enough respect for him to do what you know 
he would say? 



The One And Only 

What's up? It gots to be that only Brother Bugzy coming 
out of the max. I'm still here. Hopefully I leave by next 
week. I just want to get out and kick it with homies from 
the 'hood. I should be getting out in like 2009. 

Damn Beat, that's going to be like four years being 
locked up. Out of all that, I only been out for like four 
months. But it's all good. They can't keep this only 
brother down, que-no Beat. I'll soon be out there mobbing 
it in the streets. 

But yeah, Beat, it's about time to cut this letter short 
now. So to all who know me, much love and respect from 
that only brother, Bugzy. 

-Bugzy 

From The Beat: Well, Bugzy, you used a lot of words to say almost 
nothing. We wish you'd write us something more meaningful from your 
next stop. Four years is a long time to be behind walls, but it could be 
a lot longer. Don't forget that when you're back kicking it in the 'hood, 
because whatever you think you know; the reality is that they can keep 
a brother down for much, much longer. Words to the wise... 



Sorry For Many Things 



I'm sorry for making you cry. I'm sorry for putting you 
in this situation. I'm sorry for not having a chance to say 
I'm sorry. I'm sorry. As the oldest child, I am setting a 
bad example to my two brothers and two sisters who are 
younger than me. 

-Cisco 

From The Beat: These are all good reasons to be sorry. Only you know 
whether what you're feeling will change how you're living. Your loving 
family (and we) hope so. 
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Who's An Expert 
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Who's an expert is people who think, like Das, that they 
think they know you but don't, and POs think that they 
are expert too. They read paper but they don't know. 

-Creeper 

From The Beat: Okay, you've told us who is not an expert, but you didn't 
tell us who is one. Are you an expert at anything? Do you want to be? 



Is Sirrj Emugh? 



X 



Is sorry enough? It can never be enough for some, yet 
people still accept it as a sign of apology. Sorry is just a 
word that comes out of someone's mouth. How do you 
know that person is really sorry? How do you know it's 
enough for that other person's pain and misery? Sorry 
has been said over and over so many times that people 
have grown accustomed to saying sorry for every little 
thing. 

Some people say that in order to say you are sorry, 
you have to prove that you are. And some people will 
never forgive another, even if that person is truly sorry. 
It's a feeling that can't be changed. But it doesn't mean 
that that person should hate forever the one who's done 
something wrong. Sorry can be enough for some and 
never enough for others. But it doesn't mean the end. 

Everyone should get a second chance, no matter if 
sorry is enough, or not. Everyone makes mistakes and 
most are sorry for them. They are either forgiven, or not. 
So, can sorry really be enough? I'll let you decide. 

-John 

From The Beat: We're betting that you are a generous fellow and that 
you are inclined to accept apologies, and to forgive. 



Feelings Of Guilt 



I have felt sorry about a whole lot of things that I have 
done. I have felt so sorry, or guilty, at the same time but 
couldn't say it because the guilt and the remorse happens 
to be so much that I can't or couldn't let it out at once 
in words to say to someone I really hurt because I just 
couldn't. 

The words just wouldn't come out, I would have them 
in my mind ready to say them, but I just couldn't find 
the courage to say them because I have said them to so 
many different people that I think they just don't matter 
no more. 

And the many time I have said them, I really did mean 
it with all my heart but to the people's point of view, they 
are probably thinking, I'm just fooling with them ... 
Nowadays, when I mess up on something, I just don't say 
anything even though I would like to say the magic works 
but the words are floating around but it's the magic which 
is gone. 

-- DM 

From The Beat: Strong on -topic commentary. Now tell us who needs an 
apology from you? 



Is Saying Sorry Enough? 



Saying sorry one time maybe, but abusing the word 
sorry, no it's not enough. You have to show at least some 
effort that you are at least a lil* bit sorry. For reals, guys, 
no one buys sorry anymore. 

-Feeling Wit in 

From The Life: What would make this a much better piece is an example 
of what you are telling us. How do you show you are sorry? 
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My First Hallucinogenic Experience... 

(continued) 
At first we didn't know what was screeching, and after 
about ten min. of chasing it, we found out that it was a 
bat. . . It was hella funny when we found out it was a bat. 

Once we sarted to walk to the back of the school 
(Hoover), we started to cross the street and go to the 
Egyptian Museum to go trip out over there. Well, when 
we got there, there was lil' critters running all over the 
floor, but after a couple of minutes, three of my friends 
left. So me and my other boy stayed there to chill, and 
trust me, it was hella weird. 

After lookin' at the trees and the statues, we see 
somethin' moving to the left of us. We were lookin' to see 
what it was and the bushes started to move hella crazy. 
So we got up, and then the bushes stopped and a lady 
walks out all crazy and starts to run away. So now, me 
and my boy are hella trippin' and we looked at each other 
like whaaaaa. 

After a couple of minutes, we see a man walk out of the 
same bushes and he walked away like a straight tweaker, 
and so we followed him. He was lookin' at a map, and I 
asked him, "Are you ok?" and he just looked at me hella 
crazy. He was sayin' somthin' hella fast, and it sounded 
like he said, "I'm lost. Where's the exit?" I pointed to the 
exit, and he ran away. 

It was hella crazy because we both were hella trippin' 
off those 'shrooms. As it was getting later and later, the 
'shrooms were coming on harder and harder. As it comes 
on harder, you get scared of the effect, but then you 
realize that nothing can harm you, so then you just start 
loving it. Those things you can see, it's amazing! 

We started to get kinda bored, so we wanted to leave. 
As we left and crossing the street, we almost got hit by 
like five cars because we thought they looked hella crazy, 
brighter than they usually are, so that's why I almost got 
hit. 

Once we got back to Hoover Middle School, the rest of 
the group was sittin' at some benches lookin' at different 
things. Well, to get to my point, don't do drugs! Naw, just 
kidding. Ha, ha. 

Well, we pretty much just sat at those benches for a 
long time till about three O'clock in the morning. Then 
we went to my house to pass out. The whole night was 
just crazy with all those images flashing through my 
mind going through my eyes. Well beat that's it for now 
till next time late. 

-Bvek 

From The Beat: We have to admit, we've enjoyed this long-running epic. 
Still, we are compelled to warn the readers that just because everything 



crossing the street, instead of "almost" getting hit you had actually 
been hit, no one would have been able to read this story. Nothing is 

promised, especially when you tr" " ' ~ 

equation. 



Hey Beat, it's that one and only Baby D. I just want to 
say that I'm sorry for my primo Steven for being here. 
Well, he's an expert on being locked up. I'm not putting 
him down or anything. It's just that he spends more time 
in here than outside these walls. Well, I miss him and 
wherever he's at right now - 1 want him to know his prima 
Sarah loves him and misses him. I hope he starts doing 
good from now on, and to all in these walls stay up. 

-Baby. D 

From The Beat: Even though you're not putting your primo down, maybe 
it is good to point out where he has been going wrong. Perhaps there is 
a way that you guys can help each other try to stay out of the Hall. 
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I'm Sorry Mom 
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I'm sorry mother for making promises I couldn't keep. 

I'm sorry for keeping you up all night waiting for me. 

I'm sorry for being selfish and not letting you sleep. 

I'm sorry for not listening to you when you use to tell 

me to come home. 

I'm sorry for not caring and having a heart made of 

stone. 
I'm sorry for breaking your heart when I chose the 

streets instead of my home. 

I'm sorry for disappointing you all those times I got 

kicked out of different schools. 

I'm sorry for coming back to the hall, when I told you I 

wasn't gonna come back at all. Once again, I'm sorry my 

dearest mother. 

- Sad Boy 

From The Beat: It seems like you do believe that saying sorry is 
important. Have you said these things to your mother in person? Do you 
think she believes you or that all she wants is for you to change? 



ID) Not sorry 

I think we all have times in our lives where we've said 
sorry and did not mean it. When we were little kids, we 
would do something that our parents would say is wrong 
at the age three to five we didn't know why we were 
supposed to be sorry, we just knew that's what made our 
parents not mad anymore. 

When we were younger, we could drop a glass and 
see the disappointment in our parents' eyes. But once we 
said those magic words, that look would go away. 

Over the years, I've said many sorrys that had no truth 
to them and there's been many a time where I felt sorry 
but the words could just not come out. 

After living the life I've lived, I've learned that sorry is 
just not enough. The actions you do and the changes you 
make speak volumes over the words you speak. 

There are certain actions that people take for which 
they say they are sorry for, but are only truly sorry 
because they were caught. Sometimes I tell myself that 
if I was sorry, I wouldn't have taken the action in the first 
place. 

- Whose Sorry 

From The Beat: Its a great observation to go back to childhood and 
remember the process of realizing how not to make people mad anymore 
- those "magic words." It would be interesting to really study the way 
parents raise their kids and see if the parents that teach their kids to 
change end up doing better than the parents who just teach their kids 
the magic words. 






Win's Ai expert 



X 



I don't think there's a thing called an expert. That's just 
people that think they know it all. They don't know what 
other people going through. Just like that guy Dr. Phil. I 

I hate that guy. He think he's an expert, but he ain't. 
-Feeling Wit in 
From The Beat: Like a lot of writers, you've told us what an expert isn't 
(like Dr. Phil). Does that mean there are no experts in the world? 



Is Saying Sorry Enough? 

What's crackin Beat! What's good to all reading The 
Beat? 

Is saying sorry enough? To me, saying sorry goes a 
long way if used at the right time. Sure I've used sorry to 
get out of some shit, but I've said sorry and meant it too. 

Here's one of these bullshhh moments of me saying 
sorry: One time I was screwing with a pellet gun in 
my backyard, and I decided to aim it at my neighbor's 
window. I thought the gun was a piece of shhh, but when 
I pulled the trigger I heard a crack. The cops ended up 
coming to my house and took me, the lady who's house 
I shot up. I told her I was really sorry and that it was an 
accident. So she decided not to press charges, but she 
said I would have to come back and work for her to repay 
the damages. 

I told her I'd be there that weekend and never showed 
up. What do you expect from us thugs? LOL. Just keeping 
it real, Beat readers. 

I shared my experience with you, so this king from 
Gilroy will be out till next week. Be easy. 

- King Styles 

From The Beat: Well, you illustrated the way one can get out of things 
by saying sorry perfectly. But you say sorry can go a long way if used at 
the right time - maybe another time you can write about that. 



One Love 



I love you bro," those were the last words I said to my 
little brother before coming in, and now that I'm here I'm 
glad I did, 'cause if anyone understands me and my life of 
sin, it would be him. 

So right now it hurts to sit in a cell, isolated with 
no contact or word from him. Just hopin' that he won't 
forget those last few words I said to him! 

-Castro 

From The Beat: He won't. Tell us more about your bro and the special 
relationship you have with him. 



Is Sorry Enough 

I don't know if saying sorry is enough. Some people just 
say it to put on a front. I have done it myself. I don't know 
how many times I've said sorry and did not mean it. I 
have been sorry for a lot of things though. I have cheated 
on the woman that's having my kid. I didn't feel sorry for 
cheating at first, but she was making me feel bad for it. 
She was saying I don't love her, but I really do. 

She has been by my side since I have been with her. I 
tell you, that's hard to find. I feel sorry for it. I wish that 
I never did it. It's the past now but the only thing I can 
do is prevent it from happening next time. That would be 
the thing I felt most sorry for and I still do, but I can't do 
nothing about that now. 

- Mac 

From The Beat: It seems like you really learned the lesson here, you 
aren't just saying sorry about your actions but you are making an effort 
to change your ways. 



Feeling For My Cousin 



Before I came in here, I was on the run for like two 
months and my cousin was too. He got kicked out of his 
house and he didn't have nowhere to stay, so I told him 
he could stay at my house - so he did. 

Until one day, we were chilling and we stole someone's 
wallet and took their money and the stuff that he had in 
there. We were at my aunt's house and the little kids told 
my aunt what we did and she called my mom and told her 
what we did. 

When we went to my house, my mom told my cousin 
to go back to my aunt's house and I felt sad for my cousin 
but couldn't do nothing for him. But I tried by letting him 
stay at my house. 

- Danny Boy 

From The Beat: It seems like your cousin is on your mind. Where is he 
now? Are you guys in touch? Perhaps when you get out, the two of you 
can help each other in a more positive way. 



f 
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I Love You G-Life 



First off let me say if you are a true g, you have to feel 
this shhh. I be reading The Beat magazine and most of it 
be some weak ass people who be actin like they hard, but 
then they be crying like they want to change but they get 
out and come right back in. 

I don't know bout you but I love this lif,e yeah you 
have to do time every now and then, but oh well you have 
to do what you have to do just stay true to your beliefs. I 
don't know about you but I'm going to remain a G so for 
all you fraud mouther suckas try to be like me get back 
to your day job because you're artificial G. 

If you like what this G life brings your way then stick 
to it because I was always told never to do something 
halfway. 

For all the people who are trying to be something 
they're not, think about what is ahead of you, you going 
to have to do time your going to lose loved ones, your 
going to hurt your family, your going to have to block out 
your emotions for all kinds of shhh. You're going to fight 
all the time, you could get stabbed or shot, a lot of things 
could happen, so really think about what you want to do, 
it's not a joke so think real long and hard so you won't 
waste our time and most of all your time because you can 
lose your life for it. 

-Listo 

From The Beat: You need to be more specific than saying you're reading 
weak ass shhh in The Beat, because we know plenty of great writers 
who write for The Beat as well. Remember, you don't want to come off 
as a hater. As for you believing in the life that brings you in and out 
of jail, well, your choice. Don't be a young fool and call others out. 
Everyone has a reason to change their ways, if it's the gang life or 
playing sports, school, girl/boyfriend, we have every right to change. 
This has nothing to do with doing something half way, it's about a 
choice, or showing you are struggling with making a choice. Life isn't 
easy. Unless you are writing this to someone specific how does it "waste 
our time" or your time? It's all a learning/life experience 



My Carnal Took Me Under His Wing 

Well what's up Beat. This gots to be your girl, still feeling 
like a stressed, clown. 

Well today the subject is taking someone under your 
wing. Well, I want to talk about my carnal taking me 
under his wing. Even though he barely got out of Y-A, he 
was trying to set a good example for me. He always tries 
to get me whatever I want and need. My brother has taken 
me under his wing and I messed up on him. 

That's it for now Beat, but to all - keep your heads up. 
Much love and respect. 

-Payasa 

From The Beat: Not to late to learn. Looks like it took some time for 
your brother, and its taking some time for you. Be grateful to him, and 
work hard at becoming who you'd really like to be. That will be his 
greatest reward, and yours. 



Sorry 



Sorry is never enough. Anyone can say 'sorry'. Sorry can 
be said after any sentence. If you say it too many times, 
it's like saying 'ef you . 

Sorry is more a word of habit than a word of remorse. 
And there is the irony of saying you're sorry for saying 
sorry. 

Saying sorry at a court session is stupid. It's way 
past time for 'sorry'. The judge will not respond well to 
'sorry'. 

-S 

From The Beat: What is 'enough'? Is it ever 

What if you really are sorry? Should you not say so? Let us know what 

would be better, please. 



Sorry And The System 



\ 



I think that if you say sorry for the crime you did, the 
system doesn't really care. The way I feel that the system 
looks at it is that you are guilty because you said sorry 
for that crime. I said sorry for what I did and got more 
time than I thought I was going to get. 

My word of advice would be to stay quiet until you 
get the best possible deal you can get because you never 
know when that sorry you plead to will come back to get 
you more time. 

-Casper 

From The Beat: This is a real dilemma, since saying sorry for something 
is often seen as an admission of guilt. This advice seems to get to the 
core of the complexity of saying sorry. 



My Line, My Girl 



\ 



The last time I said "I love you" was when I talked to 

my girl friend on the phone. Whenever I tell her those 

words I mean it. 

She the one whose carrying my baby. 

She's the only girl I loved on a intimate level. 

I could picture spending my life with her, 

that's why when I told her I loved her I meant it 

with every beat of my heart. 

-Ace 

From The Beat: Handle business in a legit way so you don't lose the love 
of your life! 



Saying Sorry Too Much 



J 



Aye, this be your girl, Laughter again and I'm here to 

talk about me saying sorry. 
I find myself saying sorry to the same person everyday: 
I love my man to death but everyday I find myself saying 

sorry to him. 

Even if it's not my fault, I find myself still saying sorry. 

Coming home late, smoking, drinking and chilling with 

the homeboys - 

I find myself apologizing for things he does. 

I finally decided that I'm not gonna say sorry no more. 

Even though I never meant it when I said it - 

I wanted him to stay, but now I realize 

the only thing I'm sorry for is not leaving him earlier. 

Stay up Beat. 

-Laughter 

From The Beat: Hmmm, this is deep. It seems like you said sorry in order 
to make your man stick around. Perhaps that means that apologizing 
for other people's actions is a way to show love. But it didn't seem like 
he was listening, so your conclusion of leaving him sounds like the 
right one. 



Saying Sorry For My Crime 

To me, saying sorry is not always enough. What I mean 
about that is you can say sorry to someone and mean it, 
but it might not help. 

What I did to get in juvie is a 211, which is a strong- 
armed robbery. I had plenty of time to think about what I 
did. I am sorry for robbing the store I did, but just because 
I'm sorry doesn't mean the person is ever going to forget 
the time someone robed them. I mean, I'm sorry but the 
person I robbed might never get over it emotionally. If 
I could, I would go back and apologize to the person I 
robbed. 

-Beast 

From The Beat: It seems like apologizing to the person you robbed 
might be a really powerful way for both you and your victim to get over 
what you did. Even if you can't go to the store, perhaps you can write a 
letter expressing your apology. 
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For The Love Of Money 



x 



Last time I said I love you I swallowed away my money 

then they cuffed me 
now I'm doing time 'cause the judge judged me wrongly 

now I'm stuck sittin in this cold cell lonely 

I would tell my girl I love her but I can't trust she ain't 

cheatin' on me 

Maybe it's my own integrity 

but forget it in my head I play a sweet melody as I let 

this time go by 

knowing eventually one day they gotta release me 

back to the streets and once again I will have my love, 

my money 

this rap aint done to be continued forgive me homie. 

-Baby L 

From The Beat: Swallowing money, is that you swallowing the dope? 
Your pride? What? Well, as long as you are determined to get your 
money illegally, you will definitely have periods in your life where you 
will be locked away, so is this the wajy you want to live? 



Saying Sorry Isn't Enough 

Sometimes I try to explain 

How really sorry I can be, 

But I know words can't express - 

My actions always speak for me. 

I can't go on in this world 
Knowing my apology is just like the wind, 

It comes and it goes in and out 
And you don't understand what pain I feel. 

Saying sorry isn't enough for anybody. 

I just feel like actions speak louder than words. 

But when communication fails 

We all get left in sorrow-n-hurt. 

Baby I know I can't say sorry... 

A thousand times for you to see, 

'Cause I know you won't forgive me 

Closing the door you left open for me. 

To all you females out there - 

Just remember this: 

When a hyna does you dirty - 

Move past her without a goodbye kiss! 

-Lady Joker 

From The Beat: Hey Lady Joker - we suggest you leave at least a bit of 
wiggle room for forgiveness. 



Is Saying Sorry Enough? 



What's cracking Beat? I don't think saying sorry is 
enough, depending on the situation, because I think if you 
say something to your mom that's bad she'll remember it 
forever. Just saying sorry wouldn't heal the pain that she 
still feels when she remembers cause it will be scarred 
into her memory. Saying sorry doesn't erase it, even if 
you do really mean it. Or maybe you beat someone up, 
I know I wouldn't say sorry because I wouldn't mean it, 
cause I did it for a reason. So why say sorry if you really 
don't mean it? I think that's all for now, so for everyone 
who's doing time - just keep your head up! And to those 
leaving, stay up and stay out! Late! 

-Christina 

From The Beat: Perhaps you're missing the idea of apologizing, though. 
If you say something really hurtful to your mother, odds are - she will 
get over it, and apologizing to her might help heal the pain. You say 
saying sorry isn't enough, but what do you do to right your wrongs? 



What Live! 



X 



Many people have many ways 

to define the word love 

but most of the time they don't 

know what they are talking about 

or what they are expressin'. 

As for me I only know how to express and define it one 

way. . . 
Loyalty, on, various, expressions 
meaning you really have to be true 
not only to you but to who ever you are expressin' the 
many feelings or emotions too. People always abuse the 
word love and in the reality I think there's no such thing 
as love. I'm out. 

-Chimy 

From The Beat: No such thing as love?? You mean to tell us you have no 
love? No love for mom? No love for family, friends, or the girl down the 
street? You are a good man, and we truly hope you will see that there 
is so much more to life than incarceration, you have many gifts to share 
and we hope they don't get wasted! 






HffiHIF 



riiFiFiin 



Sometimes you got to cheat to get something or getaway 
I have cheated on my lady for a lot of money and her cell 
phone but it was worth it because if I didn't I would not 
have a lady. She would have talk to other guy. 

-G 

From The Beat: You make no sense. Who would want a guy like you? 
How would your lady respond to such a piece? 



If He Came Back To Earth 



For me He would be either Jesus or Lao Tzu; but it 
really doesn't matter who, as most spirtual teachers have 
the same message. People now a days get too caught up 
in the messenger. Whoever it is, it would be the same 
things they have always said. But if they did give one new 
teaching it would likely be this;" You cannot honor me by 
fighting for my name, only by following my teachings." 

-Monk 

From The Beat: What is the message you speak of that most spiritual 
leaders share? And what people are caught up with the messenger? 
Who are these people? Lastly, tell us about the quote you share in your 
piece. Please understand most Beat readers need an education, so teach 



Strange love 

I love you like no one else 

I love you more then I love myself 

it might seem strange 

I'm so crazy and derange 

but my love is real 

and for you it stays the same 

so who is there to blame 

am I scared or so insane 

my love I have for you makes me go insane 

the brains you got makes me want to change 

am I still the same 

who could tell that I'm acting so strange 

I love you and for you it will always be the same 

so I don't care 

call me crazy and derange 

ya boy's out of here 

and there was no body to blame. 

-Jp 

From The Beat: Well young man, if you do not want to lose this love of 
your life, you better wake the hell up and start making positive strides 
to bettering your life, 'cause believe us when we say most people don't 
hang around waiting for their person to get out of jail. Life is short! 



I 
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I Can't Get Mil It Voi 



X 



I would like to know 

I know you got your hand on your forty 

'bout to pour the whole 

dedicated to all 

on the outs and in here getting swol' 

we done made mistakes 

so we had to part ways 

and now I can't get mad at you 

for trying to change 

you just got released and it's time 

for us to get our life on track 

and no matter what dawg I'll always have your back 

but we rolled the dice and we didn't get lucky 

but please remember to always keep your head up 

so to my family 

we'll always have each other 

love you all with all my heart 

and please remember 

in my heart you will always be there 

so do your thing to achieve your dreams 

ain't no one hating 

much love to All 

one life to live so live it to the fullest. 

-Viet Tiger 

From The Beat: You do a great job sending your respect to those who 
must change. We know its written to a particular friend, but given The 
Beat is read for all, we appreciate you writing this to all readers. WE 
also hope your friends and family will understand that you too will 
have to make huge changes in your life if you want to avoid returning 
to such a haunt. Best to you VTI 



Is Saying Sorry Enough 

What's up to all in here? I'm back. 

Well, anyways I think sorry is not enough. Sorry is 
just a word. I think it's just a stupid five letter word and 
half of the time people just say it 'cause they're scared 
and just don't want to get beat up but sometimes people 
do mean sorry. 

For example, one time someone did me wrong and then 
said sorry, but went on telling people more shit behind 
my back, so that's really why I think sorry is not enough 
for me 'cause there's some people that are shady. 

That's all for now. Later, much love and respect -keep 
your head up. 

-Ronnie 

From The Beat: Your friend saying sorry and then going back your back 
really gives apologizing a bad name. You say sorry is not enough, but 
what do you think is something that makes a difference when someone 
does something wrong? 



Always Running 

I see you in the streets 

I'm walking alone 

I'm walking near my hood 

If I'm home there's no one home 

And I'd be all alone 

In the streets I see bald headed homies 

running from the (jura) cops and my vato telling me it's 

going to be alright. 

I get locked up and I get a chance and I want to change, 

but I got tats on my back that can maybe get me a gap. 

I wish and hope that I can chang 

all I hear day and night is my homies running away. 

-Tweety 



have a plan? You need a plan. Ask us, and we'll suggest ways to put one 
together. Its not too soon to start working on your plan for getting out 
and staying out of the system. 






143 II love Toil 



X 



The last time I said I love you was just last week 
when I said it to my nephews and nieces on the phone. 

I said these words because I missed them, 

I've always been there since the day they came home. 

I've changed a shhh load of diapers. 

I'v ebeen to all their birthdays, 

been taking care of them when I had the chance. 

My youngest nephew is two now and hopefully he 

doesn't forget what I look like. 

The last time I said I love you was to my lady during my 

sophomore year. 

Her name was Jessica, 

I wasn't with her very long but in that short time we 

became very close. 

She was the last girl I said it to and meant it. 

Shhh, I still love her, and I plan on hitting her up when I 

get out in two to three years. 

She lives in Las Vegas, so I'll take a trip over there when 

I get out. 

-Blizz 

From The Beat: Now that you are in CYA, we hope you run a successful 
program and take the initial steps in maintaining contact with your 
family and see what comes out of a letter to your ex, you never know. 
Thanks again Blizz for all your contributions, we hope to hear from you 
again! 



•ur 
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Judgment Day 

If the lord Jesus Christ came back to the earth it would 
be called Judgment Day and He would send all the people 
to heaven who accept Jesus Christ. He would send all the 
non believers who did not accept Jesus to hell. Then he 
would get all the people who did not have the chance to 
learn the gospel to spirit prison until they can accept the 
Lord Jesus Christ. 

-Adam 

From The Beat: Your God sounds awfully tough. We like to think there 
is a higher power who embraces all and accepts all. 



Hello Stranger 



I see you everyday. We lock eyes, then I get shy and look 
away. I just wanna say hello and get to know you all over 
again. 

It's been hella years but still, you were my first 
boyfriend and sorrow filled my heart when I realized 
we're both locked up. But hey - who doesn't have their 
struggles? Maybe this is a blessing in disguise. Maybe all 
along you were my Mr. Right guy. 

All these questions and concerns... I feel like a fool. I 
hate not knowing what to do! Am I alone with my chaotic 
thoughts?? Will this feeling ever stop? 

About a year ago The Beat asked "can you love 
someone you don't know?" I think I do, but I feel silly. 
Every night before I rest my eyes I find myself thinking of 
him and I realize the fact is, I don't know him anymore. 

So Beat, now I'm asking you... can you love someone 
you don't know? 

-Giggles 

From The Beat: There is no definitive answer to your question. And so 
much depends on what you mean by love. Its possible to love people 
from a distance. For instance, you might know of someone who spends 
most of her time, or his time, caring for others, doing things that most 
of us aren't willing to do. You can 'love' that person. But if you are 
talking about loving someone in an intimate way, loving someone as a 
partner, we'd suggest that you spend some non-intimate time with that 
person, and really get to know him, before you jump into a relationship. 
We could go on. There are many kinds of love and many kinds of 
relationships. Proceed with optimistic caution - that's our advice, for 
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Cheating Myself 
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I think I've been cheating myself by making money the 

wrong way. 

I've been on the streets selling trees 

I got too into it, to the point where money was all I 

thought about. 

Every time I got locked up, I would come out and do the 

same thing over and over. 

And now I got caught up for sales, and I've realized that 

it's not worth it. 

I would rather have my freedom. 

I've been doing nothing but cheating myself. 

I even had a job at one point, then I quit 

because I thought I was making more on the streets. 

But now that I've thought about it, I think I'm stupid for 

the choices I made. 

I wish I could go back in time. 

I would do things the right way and make legit money 

instead of dirty money. 

-L 

From The Beat: Excellent piece L! We think this is truly a breakthrough 
piece for you and we can only hope when your chance comes that you 
do not throw it away for the fast easy money. What's your plan? 



Under My Mom's Wing 

I be under my mom's wing. She told me everything I need 
to know. She taught me a lot of things. I thank her for 
everything and being on my side from day one. 

I never had a dad. He's always locked up so my mom 
is like my mom and my dad. Even on Fathers Day I say it 
to my mom because to me she's my mom and dad. She 
raised five kids by herself. That's how you can tell she's 
a good parent. 

-Smokey 

From The Beat: If your mom raised five kids by herself, she is a hero! 
So, what are you doing paying her back by letting the system take you 
away from her? You owe her more that; you owe her yourself, with her 



Role Model 

I'm slightly a role model to three people in my family, 
all my little cousins. The youngest is Alex, he's 12 now, 
he would never follow in my bad habits. He wants to play 
football like I did. I'm not too big but she wants to be as 
big as me. 

My cousin Brianna she's 15 and she always looked 
up to me, but especially these past 3 years. She definitely 
don't wanna follow me into here or YA. But for a quick 
minute she thought she was banging hella hard and 
slangin' fat. One time she got drunk and she stated saying 
she's been through more shhh than me. So I had to slap 
her around a bit. She doesn't listen to me too much 'cause 
she messed up with some ninja that is 21 and now she's 
pregnant with his kid. And I'm not out there to check him 
to make sure he don't' mess around on my little cousin. 

My other cousin Jonathan is only 9 years and a half 
younger than me, he listens to me about lil 'thangs but he 
doesn't listen to me on big things like working out to stay 
in fit, play sports, all stuff to improve himself. But now 
he's beginning to listen man. Everyone needs to listen a 
lil' bit more than they do now. 

-Kirby 

From The Beat: We couldn't agree more! Maybe if everybody listened 
just a little more there would be a little less of everything, like violence, 
fights, arguments, or maybe just plain bad decisions. You can only try 
to teach someone so much, but in the end they are on their own. They 
are gonna have to learn either through somebody else, or they're gonna 
have to find out on their own. It's the easy way or the hard way, and we 
all have that decision to make. 



, 






Why Say Sorry 
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Have you ever said sorry to some one you didn't want to 
say sorry to? Or said it just to get someone out of your 
face? Well I have. Sometimes I was forced to say it most 
of the times I just said it just to say it. It was rare when 
I meant it. 

Now that I'm older when I really mean it, I ask myself, 
do I mean it or not? It's just like I said it so much that's 
one of the words that I don't believe in I'm sorry. 

-Beast 

From The Beat: What do you believe in then? How do you apologize to 
people when you are really sorry? What do you say? Is there a difference 
how you say it when you mean it and you don't mean it. 



He's Coming! 

What I'm going to write about today is what I think 
would happen if God were to come down to earth today or 
tomorrow. If He were to come back in human form I think 
it would be crazy. 

There's a lot of crazy things happening in the 
world today. To be honest I think the Lord would be 
disappointed. 

Things in the world today are kind of sad, people 
killing, and raping little girls. It's all bad. Judgment Day 
would be all bad for a lot of people. 

Right now if the lord would come to me and if I was 
to stand in front of Him and if I was to be judged I don't 
think it would be all bad but then again not that good. I've 
made some bad decisions in my life. 

-Martin 

From The Beat: So your Lord comes in front of you what would he say, 
if it wouldn't be all that bad? Tell us? What are you doing to better 
your life? 



There's a lot of crazy 
things happening in the 
world today To he honest 
I think the Lord would he 
disappointed, 



Can't Apologize 

He suddenly realize that my apologies aren't always 
what they are said to be 'cause every time I get a second 
chance I end up back on these streets doing the same 
old thing 'cause that's the only thing I know how to do I 
bet you'd never ever figure me out even if you had a clue 
so I can't really say sorry 'cause you would be knowing 
I'm lyingso I don't ever attempt to say it 'cause there's no 
point in me trying don't take me wrong there's a lil' ] 
of sympathy left inside of me but I ain't gonna be a liar 
and tell you I'm sorry. 

-Chimy 

From The Beat: Why do you think that apologies aren't what they are 
said to be? Is it because so many people use it as a quick fix lie? They 
automatically say I'm sorry without really meaning it. Or maybe people 
just don't like accepting apologies right after somebody hurt their 
feelings or did something bad to them? What do you think? 
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See The Real Me 
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If you guys were to have a camera passing though my 

mind, 

you would see the real me. 

You would see the dangers I face everyday. 

All my problems and the reasons I do what I do, 

why I am locked up. 

But also you wouldn't just see me as a young gangster, 

but a different me. 

I may be a gangster in the world. I am could hearted. 

But I still got heart, and love, for my family, my homies 

and my lady. 
You would also see dreams that I see myself completing 

later on in life. 
You would see things you would never think would be 

me 

if you got to know me. 

So if you made a video of my mind it would be worth 

everything 

'cause I have a very unique life. 

-Speedy 

From The Beat: The real you is who we want to hear from. Tell us readers 
We want to know what we need to do to stay out of places like 



more! 
this! 



Smashed On 



When I was ten people use to make fun of me because 
I was ten and looked like I was seven and they thought 
that I could not fight so they used to try to fight and mess 
with me. 

I wasn't going down like that, so I started to smash 
on people for looking at me so I started to get kicked out 
of school and my mom would tell me to stop fighting, so 
people would start to beat the shhh out of me and then 
she would tell me that I can not get beat up and for that I 
have been stuck in the middle. 

-JJ 

From The Beat: If we understand you correctly, you have been given 
numerous messages, and the message that means the most to you is the 
one your mom has given you, which has also hurt you. Is there another 
solution that smashing on people? We think so! 






Dear Beat 
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What's up Beat this might not be on topic but it's my 
first time writing. 

I've always been wondering what The Beat was about 
and I decided to ask you. I've been locked up for a while 
and I got a few issues of The Beat. I think it's cool that 
you let people write for The Beat Without too. 

Me I'm writing from Santa Clara County. This place 
is not where you want to be and I can't wait to get out. 
When I get out I'm staying out and staying with my family. 
I know all the kids in here say that, but it's true with me. 
When I get out I'm gonna clean up and get better with my 
family and friends. 

I know this might be kind of weak but I did my Beat 
for my first try and that's all that counts. Well until next 
time I'm out. 

-Bishop 

From The Beat: We can't agree more, you did an excellent thoughtful 
piece. Thank you for contributing to The Beat Within. WE do hope you 
will get your life on the right path too! 



iEt 



What up and crackin' Beat this gotta be Silent. Well 
today I'm not feeling the topics so I'm going to express 
what's on my mind. 

I got myself a real home girl who I met a couple of 
months back and I want to let her know that I really 
learned good and bad stuff from her. Right now my home 
girl is going through some hard times because her brother 
just passed away a few months back and I know it ain't 
easy for her. Hopefully I get out soon so we can start our 
hat collection again, if you know what I mean!! 

Hey Beaters, pues I'm going to end this wila short, so 
I'm out with much love. 

- Silent 

From The Beat: Hopefully you are keeping in touch with her and trying to 
support her through her rough times even though you are incarcerated. 
We also hope that you are handling your business and thinking about 
not coming back here again! How bout this for a wila: Get out! Stay out! 
We don't wanna see wilas from you. We want you outta here collecting 
your hats with your home girl. 



My Love 



This Life 



What up "Beaters" This is Cambrian from the max. I 
want to talk about the last time I said I love you. It was to 
my cousin in the visiting room. We talked briefly about 
my homie that's in the hospitial . I wish we could talk 
more, I've been tryin' to get him to write, but I guess he's 
too busy. Anyways.... One love. 

-Snotchi 

From The Beat: Thanks for the piece, not sure who you want to get to 
write, is that your friend in the hospital or your cousin? 



Say Sorry, You Messed Up System! 

I want to say that the system owes me an I'm sorry. I'm 
here 'cause I got jumped and two people got stabbed. But 
the funny thing is that I'm here. And now they're giving 
me a deal. They say three years is better than six, but the 
way I see it, I'm going to max out anyway. So for everyone 
reading this... the deals are for suckas! 

-Snotchi 

From The Beat: The system isn't always fair. Why do you think they 
are treating you like a suspect and not a victim? You said you were the 
one that got jumped? Why is it that they are not treating you like the 
victim? Do you have to look deeper. Fight your case if its messed up, 
otherwise face the music! 



Hey Beat, in a look there are many things, 

but one of them is the look that people give you. 

When people look at you as a bad person you sometimes 

don't care 

but when I hear that, I do, I care 

because ever since I was small I wanted to show my dad 

that I could do very well 

but now my dad, in his eyes, sees me like I'm nothing, 

when I'm with my homeboys and homegirls. 

I always thought my boys were gonna make a better 

person with respect 'cause I gangbang but they don't 

hold me back. 

Why do regular people think that my homeboys will hold 

me back? 

I think gangbangin' won't get me in a lot of trouble not 

if I get caught. Gangbangin' won't stop me doing things I 

want to do. 

That's why I ain't going to stop. 

-Edward 

From The Beat: Hopefully you will wake up one day (sooner than 
later) and realize why the people that love you, like your dad, are a bit 
disappointed in your choices with friends etc. Look where this lifestyle 
has lead you? Why are you in the hall? And if you don't stop this way 
of living you'll eventually kick yourself in the assl 
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Being Free Is A Dream For Me My Dad Is Always There For Me 



Being free is a dream for me. I've been here too long. If 
I go back to my 'hood, I don't know what the first thing I 
going to do. Whenever I get out, I'm going to change my 
ways. 

Now I know what my pops tried to tell me. My pops 
rolls in a speed wheelchair on 20-inch rims. I love my 
dad — he is super cool. 

I'm going to do better when I get out — no more grapes 
for me! Peace, love, happiness. 

-Jade 

From The Beat: You seem like you're growing up, and have learned some 
valuable lessons. Its great that you have a dad who loves you and is 
trying to teach you how to manage in life. Can you help him out, when 
you're free again? Maybe the two of you can hang together more often, 
and enjoy each other. 









A Song 

I slap that Dre and my nerves get calm 

Then P-Dot hit the mic and my head go dumb 

It's that fluid in my body 

That keep me on my toes 

If somebody get it started 

The beast gon' expose 

You better watch them bows 

It's me, 

And I'm so cold 

So I spit this heat 

Watch me 

I got Jays on my feet 

And them Red Monkey jeans 

'Cause I cake and I'm clean 

Heey, they say I Go 

When I slide through the Jungle 

And I eat off Bo 

Gotta scrappa on fours 

'Cause that's how I roll 

from that MC-team 

I go stupid 

-Henny 

From The Beat: It's great that you finally wrote out one of your raps for 
The Beat, Henny. We pretty much had to translate your rap, but that's 
okay. It sounds like you're fitted and shiny whenever you roll. We wish 
we could see you on the outs, and check you out! 



J 



My dad has always been there for me, when I am sad, 
when I am scared, when I'm lonely. I love my dad. When I 
told him I was pregnant, he didn't get mad, he was happy. 
He was there for me and he still is. My dad always tells me 
(asks me) if I am hungry, if I am tired. 

I remember when I was a little girl, I would ask him to 
watch me go to sleep, 'cause I was scared of the dark. He 
was next to me the whole time. Sometimes when I can't 
sleep, I sleep with the light, TV or radio on. He comes 
downstairs to check up on me, like three times or more. 
He would wake me up and ask me, "Do you need water?" 
or "Are you hungry?" I am so glad I have a dad like mine. 

My mom left me when I was two. My dad raised me. 
He tells me he is going to help me with the baby, so that 
really helps me and let's me know — no matter what, I love 
my dad! 

-Andrea 

From The Beat: It's great that you have such an understanding dad. But 
now that you're a teenager, maybe you don't need him checking up on 
you so often, especially waking you up to see if you're hungry, in the 
middle of the night. When your baby's born, that little person will be 
waking you up, and it may be nice for you to have your fathers help. 
Where is your baby's dad in all this? Will he be with you and the baby, 
too? 



IMTililJiUJ 



If I'm mad or stressed, I just gotta hang with homies. 
Just jokin' around and talkin' about nothing would take 
my mind off whatever I'm wired about. Maybe even listen 
to some music, like underground rap — Mac Dre, Andre 
Nikatina, Dubec, Thizz Nation. It would even calm me 
down. Even smoking a blunt at the lake is relaxing. But 
now that I'm in lock up, there is no one to run to. Here, 
you mad and stressed, and you can't change it 'til the day 
that you get out. 

-John 

From The Beat: It must be hard to deal with tension, confusion, sadness, 
anger, up in juvy, especially when you have no privacy, John. Do you 
have any homies, any friends, in there? Anyone you can hang with, talk 
to? Does writing down what you're feeling help? Why not try writing 
your heart out, in a diary and/or for The Beat? See how you feel about 
things that are on your mind when you read about them later? 



Warming Up 



Ins And Outs 



All my life is so cold. I wish it was warm 

I wish I could live a life with no harm 

Everywhere I look, someone wants to kill 

Why kill? 

Why not fill the world with love 

And not pain and agony? 

I did it all, almost 

I smoke, drink, sold trees 

Whatever they need 

Now I know every night 

I'm on my knees 

Begging the Lord, Please 

Let me make it to a ripe old age 

Wishing I could go back in time 

And change everything 

-Louie 

From The Beat: What is making your life so cold? How could you make 

, you can start over, 
fresh? What else are you good at, that you enjoy doing, besides selling 
drugs, if you need some employment, money? Why can't you "change 
everything" when you're out again? What needs changing in your life 
the most, first? Start there! 



My moods change on the ins and outs 

Can't make no money in here, 'cause my stash under 

the couch 

The outs is on the camera, but I can't get to it 

It's money on my mind and I'm steady going through it 

So much been happenin' in my life, it ain't funny 

Some rivals tried to jump and stomp me, 'cause I'm 

serious 'bout my money 

It's a hard life I tuck under the rug, that you know what? 

And go get 'em if someone want a belly button by his gut 

No threats to be made, promises to no man 

Not down with that happy-dappy, hug-me and hold hands 

I'm down and in, but the outs—I'm a miss you 

'Cause on the outs, it's always money mission 

In my arm length distance 

-Mainey 

From The Beat: Like so many in juvy, you are serious about your money, 
but how you earn it sounds like its illegal. So why would you think the 
stress and threats from others who do what you do or who are enemies, 
would ever even slow down, let alone stop? Have you ever been serious 
about working at a job, doing something your already enjoy, that you 
can develop into an occupation that's legitimate? 
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Sorry 



Well if your just saying sorry to say it and don't mean it 

then that ain't right, 'cause why say sorry if you don't 

mean it? 

I like it better if you just don't say sorry at all, 

what if you say sorry and do the same thing over and 

over 

then you lost your respect from me 

'cause that's like lying and I don't like liars. 

If you say sorry and mean it 

then I have a lot of amor for you and I'll ride with you 

'till the fullest. We'll its time to let you go "Beat" 

a lot of amor and respect to "The Beat". 

- Delinquent 

From the Beat: What you say is true, if you say sorry and don't mean it 
what's the point in saying it. All you're doing is letting the person you 
say it to down, and adding a lie to it will only make it worse. 



I never got to say sorry 
Now /Just see his picture 

all over town 

I was wad at him, argued, 

and started a fight, 

then I got a phone front 

the morgue in the middle 

of night 



Taking Someone Under Wing 

When I was in the New Mexico Boys School I was like the 
youngest one up in there, and my big homie, Felon, took 
me under the wing. He just wanted to make sure I was 
goin' to be cool, because the facility was popping off. He 
didn't want me to mess up so I could parole early. 

Then he got transferred out of the facility for throwing 
hits on people, so what he intended to do was help me, 
but it worked out the opposite. 

I learned a lot from him, so I respect him even though 
I got into stuff. Because of him it did me some good to 
look up to him, he did things and showed me how to 
make it in a lockeddown facility. 

Well I'm out for now, much respect to Mr. Felon. 

-Mac Dre 

From The Beat: It's good you were able to learn some things, but it 
would have been better had he taught you how to stay out of the lock 
up. Use the knowledge you learned from Mr. Felon and put it for a 
positive outcome. 






Is Saying Sorry Enough? 



\ 



I say sorry all the time, but I don't mean it. 

Every time I say it I get hurt, 

yeah, I've seen it 

so why even try 

when it will let me down? 

Either in the jail clothes or in the hospital gown, 

when one of my boyfriends went six feet under ground 

I never got to say sorry. 

Now I just see his picture all over town. 

I was mad at him, argued, and started a fight, 

then I got a phone from the morgue in the middle of night. 

I said sorry to Abuela and to stay out of jail. 

Now she's in a hospital bed and all I can say is "get well." 

I promised and promised and said sorry so many times, 

now I just run the streets and nights are nothing but crimes 

sittin' in my room all alone. 

Crying over and over again 

now I'm starting to think, saying sorry is turning into a sin. 

Saying sorry don't mean shhh to me anymore, 

said it too much, now my heart is bruised and sore. 

Saying sorry to Jesus is the one that hurts the most, 

now I feel like he burned me like a piece of toast. 

So, I'm sorry, wait, no, I'm not 'cause sorry meant sorry, 

yeah, yeah, that's what I thought. 

- Nicole 
From The Beat: Its good you have come to terms and understanding of 
the meaning of saying "I'm sorry". Many don't, yet still use the phrase 
for one reason or another. Now that you know the true meaning you 
could use it when it's from the heart and not just another word. Perhaps 
then, you will not see it as a sin. 
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Is saying sorry enough? 



Saying sorry is not enough? What anyone and everyone 
do is say sorry, but does anyone really mean what they 
say? Or say what they mean? No, because if everyone 
said what they mean and mean what they said, we would 
contradict the meaning and saying of creation and free 
will. 

I say sorry to up hold my standard to act like nothing 
phases me, but deeply my insecurities can eat me alive. 
I say sorry to hide my horns and put on a halo and try to 
manipulate to make people suffer with me, but one day I 
will say sorry and be granted my wings in redemption. 

- Louis 

From the Beat: It is good that you are honest about what you say, yet at 
the same time it's not good that you will manipulate some one to suffer 
with you. Take responsibility for your own actions and choices, and 
suffer the consequences for the choices you make. Do this and perhaps 
one day you will get your "wings of redemption" along with the ones 
you love stepping up to help and be with you during your time of need 
with out having to be manipulated. 



Saying Sorry 



I remembered we made promises to always be together, 
and things were cool! But now things changed, you were 
acting like a fool, you started to change. Your personality 
wasn't the same, don't you feel so ashamed? 'Cause you 
put my heart in pain, I don't feel the same way. It hurts 
so bad. I'm sittin' in my room all sad, you tell me you 
love me but you think I don't know these games you play. 
You tell me your sorry and you don't want me to let go. Is 
sorry enough or is this just me losing your truest? 

- Alyssa 

From The Beat: People change, relationships change, unfortunately 
this is a simple fact of life. Some times with these changes we grow to 
understand and love our companion even more then before, while other 
times these changes push us away from the one we care for. Forcing 
some one to change or preventing them from these changes will only 
bring heartache. 
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Mi Vida Loca 



Mi vida estodo para mi 

Estar encerrado me arruino mi locura 

Estar encerrado es estar encarcelado 

Estar pensando en todo tu pasado 

Cuando saiga me pregunto a veces 

Como lo sintire la voy a querer o que? 

Pues que pedo no lo se quisiera saberlo pero 

No lo se 

Mi vida loca es todo para mi 

Mi vida loca es rifar lo que soy 

Y dar cuenta que mafiana es otro dia. 

From The Beat: Mariana es un dia nuevo. Por que quieres seguir 
aruinando tu vida viviendo esta "Vida Loca." Que te fasina tanto? Esa 
vida solo te puede llevar a dos lugares. A la tumba o estar en la carcel 
por el resto de tu vida. 



My Crazy Life 



This life is for me 

Being locked up ruined by my craziness 

To be locked up in jail 

Just thinking about your past 

When I get out I ask myself sometimes 

How would I feel, do I still like it or what? 

Whatever, I don't know; I wish I could, but I don't know 

My crazy life is everything for me 

My crazy life is to rep what I am 

And to know tomorrow is just another day. 

-Maria, San Francisco 

From The Beat: Tomorrow is just another day. Why do you want to 
continue to be ruined by your crazy life like you said? You can start all 
over right now. What attracts you to this crazy life that you can't even 
stop? Take it easy, that crazy life can only lead you to two things; back 
in the halls or the state pen doing real time, or dead! So think about 
how you wanna live your life. 



Me Siento 



Me siento muy bien allegado muy sano con salud. Me 
allegro por que me an atendido muy bien. Gracias a 
Dios estoy bien por que ellos no son malos como otras 
personas. Me an tratado muy bien todos ellos los guardias 
y los doctores. 

Siempre me siento mal y muy triste por que no se 
por que estoy aqui. Siempre me acuerdo de mis amigos 
cuando ibamos a jugar y me siento triste por que no 
tengo con quien hablar espafiol y no tengo con quien 
jugar soccer. 

From The Beat: Estamos bien a leg re a escuchar que no te estan tratando 
mal. Pero por que dices que no sabes por que estas en la carcel? No 

•? Un oficial de policia te agarro y 
te metio en la carcel sin razon? 



I Feel... 



I feel real good. I came in feeling sane and in good health. 
I'm happy because I have been treated right. Thank God 
that I'm good and that they're not mistreating me like 
other people. All the staff and doctors have all treated 
me right. 

I always feel sad because I don't know why I'm here. 
I always think about my friends and how we used to 
play, and I'm sad because I don't have anybody to talk in 
Spanish with. I also don't have anybody to play soccer 
with. 

-Wilfredo, San Francisco 

From The Beat: We are glad to hear that you're not being mistreated. 
But how is it that you don't know why you are here? You have no idea 
why? Some random police picked you up and just took you to jail for 
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Nada Bueno en La Vida 



\ 



Yo quiero darle consejos a las personas para que no 
caigan adentro de lo que son las pandillas y las drogas. 
Decirles esas cosas no dejan nada bueno en la vida. Que 
solo los lleva a dos caminos, la muerte o la carcel. Pero 
eso no es lo peor por que uno no es el que sufre sino 
sus padres y su familia que son los que sufre por culpa 
de uno. Y ellos no tienen la culpa de lo que uno ase por 
eso se tienen que poner a pensar en el dafio que estan 
causando a sus padres por culpa de lo que estan haciendo 
en las calles. 

From The Beat: Ya sabemos que hay muchas personas que no piensan 
sobre su futuro o sus familias. Hay muchas personas que sufren y sus 
mentes no son claros. Este es un realidad, no? Solomente esas personas 
pueden hacer un cambio. Este es un realidad tambien. 



Nothing Good In Life 



I wanna give advice to people about not getting into any 
drugs and gangs. Both those things don't do anything 
beneficial in life. It only leads to two things and that's 
jail or death. And that's not the worst part of it because 
you're not gonna suffer. Your family and loved ones are 
the ones that are gonna suffer from your actions. It's not 
their fault for the things that you do. So stop and think 
about your loved ones before you do anything because 
you will end up hurting them. 

-Erik, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: We already know that there are a lot of people that don't 
bother to think about their future or their families. There are a lot of 
people that suffer and nobody knows what's going through their mind. 
It's a reality, right? Only these people can make a change in their lives, 
and that's for real! 



YO ]f El 

Yo y el somos impresionables 

Yo y el somo una pareja de amor 

Yo y el siempre estamos ayi para el y yo la amistad 

La paciensa el respecto y el amor estodo 

Yo y el somos increibles, por que nadie nos cree 

Nadie no oye y desastre esta ayi 

Yo y el pase lo que pase siempre estamos aqui 

Juntos, alegres, y amadonos 

*ente nos dice o y porque el 

O por que ella 

Pero tu sabes que no los queremos pero 

Los amamos estamos inculados 

El uno al otro 

Y la otro al uno. 

From The Beat: Este poema se lo tienes que leer a el. Esta bonito 
encontrar el amor tan joven pero como sabes que estas enamorada? 



Me And Him 



Me and him are impressive 

Me and him are a couple in love 

We are always together we a have a relationship, 

Patience, respect and our love is everything 

We are incredible and nobody believes us 

Nobody listened to us and disaster was about to happen 

We went through what we went through, but we are still 

here 

Together, happy, and in love 

Sometimes people ask why we are together 

But you know we love each other 

We are sprung off each other. 

-Maria, San Francisco 

From The Beat: This is a poem that you have to show him if you haven't 
already. It's wonderful finding love at such a young age, but how do you 
know that you are in love? 
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I don't like to think about being locked up 'cause once I do, then I start thinking about 
my family and the streets. That's not good, but like always, we have to find a way 
to push forward and move on. 
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My Mama Y Mi Hermana 



Guando Me Voy? 



Este es un dia que me siento muy triste. No se por que 
pero tengo un dolor en mi corazon. Quisiera ser muy 
feliz en la vida, no tener ni una problema y estar con 
mi hermanita y mi mama toda la vida. Mi mama es una 
persona muy fuerte por que ella hacido padre y madre 
para mi. Le doy muchas gracias a mi mama por todo lo 
que hace por mi. 

Pero mi dolor es por la manera neta le estoy pasando 
mal. Le prometi que nunca iba a benir a la carcel y fue lo 
primero que yo hice. Pero le pido que me perdone. Y a mi 
hermanita le pido perdon tambien por no poder estar con 
ella todo el tiempo. 

From The Beat: No te aguites. No vas hastar encerrado por todo tu vida. 
Te extrana tu madre y tu hermana egualmente como tu la extranas a 
ellas tambien. Toda via tienes chance para salir de la carcel, y hacerle 
fuerza para no regresar. No caigas en tentacion. No queremos mirar otra 
pieza diciendonos que te extrana tu madre y tu hermana. 



My Mom And Sister 



On this day I feel very sad. I don't know, but I have a pain 
in my heart. I would like to be happy in life and not have 
any problems and be with my mom and sister for the rest 
of my life. My mom is a strong person 'cause she has 
played both the mom and dad role in my life. I thank God 
for everything my mom does for me. 

The pain is because I'm doing bad. I promised my 
mom I wouldn't get locked up and that's the first thing I 
did. So I asked her to accept my apology and my sister too 
'cause now I can't be with her all the time. 

-Anonymous, Alameda 

From The Beat: You know you ain't gonna be locked up forever. Your 
mom and sister miss you just as much you miss them. This is your chance 
right now. Be strong, handle your business, and get out and don't come 
back. The real test is when you are out. Don't fall to temptation. You 
don't want to be back behind bars writing us another piece telling us 
how you miss your mom and family. 



Que Hay En Una Mirada 

>ues es el Payaso desde la juvenil pues la verdad 
en las miradas se reflejan muchas cosas. Eso si depende 
mucho de la persona que te esta mirando. Por ejemplo si 
una persona te esta mirando con odio pues, quiere decir 
pues que la verdad no le caes nada bien. Les voy a decir 
una cosa homies. Nunca se dejan yebar por una mirada 
por la neta no vale la pena peliar con otra persona. 

From The Beat: Si tienes razon no vale la pena peliarse con alguien por 
una mirada. Por que crees que muchas gente no piensan asi? Quieren 
ganarse el respeto o la amistad de alguien? Por que crees? 



What's In a Look 



What's up? This is Payaso coming from the juvenile 
hall. To tell you the truth you can tell a lot in a look. It 
also depends on the person that is looking at you. For 
example, if a person is giving you a look full of hate, then 
that means that person probably doesn't like you. But 
I am gonna tell you homies something; it's not worth 
fighting someone over a look, and that's real. 

-Jose, Alameda 

From The Beat: You have a good point! It is not worth fighting somebody 
over a stupid look. Why do you think most people don't think like that? 
Is it because they are trying to gain somebody's respect or approval? 



Bueno yo me las paso pensando cuando me voy a ir de 
aqui. Y me la paso leyendo para que el tiempo me pase 
luego y cuando salgo aver tele y me olvido que estoy 
preso por que si uno se pone a pensar que estoy preso 
mas se preocupa como pensando en la familia y en la 
calle. Eso no es bueno pero uno como quiera siempre 
sale adelante. 

From The Beat: Ya sabemos que no es paseo estar encarcelado. Pero tal 
vez nesecitas pensar en no volver a este lugar. Para que lo proxima vez 
no estes en tu cuarto pensando cuando vas a salir. 



When Am I Leaving? 



Well, all I be thinking about is when am I gonna leave this 
place. All I do is read or watch TV to take my mind off this 
place. I don't like to think about being locked up 'cause 
once I do, then I start thinking about my family and the 
streets. That's not good, but like always, we have to find 
a way to push forward and move on. 

-Juan, San Francisco 

From The Beat: We know its not fun being locked up. But instead of 
not only thinking about when you are gonna leave, why don't you also 
think about not returning to this place ever again. Then you won't be 
your cell just thinking about when you're gonna leave again. 



or 

Iso 



Nuevns Pensamientns 



Estoy pensando en las cosas que voy a hacer en el 
futuro. Tambien pensando en mi cosas como estar con mi 
esposa y toda mi familia para ya no venir de regreso para 
la juvenil. Para cambiar mi vida por completo ya no andar 
en las calles como antes y predicar la palabra de dios con 
todos las personas que estan aqui encerrados. 

Yo aqui encerrado lo que estoy usando estudiando 



esas pocas cosas que estoy estudiando. Aqui tambien 
lo utiliso en las cosas que ago aqui por el tiempo que 
tambien me sirve como una experiencia estar aqui. Solo 
eso por ahora. 

From The Beat: Estamos a leg re a escucharte que quieres cambiar tu 
vida. Parece que ya estas en los buenos caminos. Que te gusta estudiar? 
Y no penas a ir al colegio? Que aprendistes de estar en encerrado? Crees 
que otra gente puede aprender de tu experiencia? 

New Thoughts 

I am thinking about all the stuff that I'm gonna do in the 
future. I'm also thinking about my wife, my family and 
how I can't keep coming back to juvenile hall. I am gonna 
turn my life around and I'm no longer gonna be roaming 
the streets. I will preach the work of God to everybody 
that's locked up. 

Being locked up has helped me hit the books and 
study. Hopefully whatever I learn now can help me 
out later on in the future. I try to learn a lot from the 
experience of being locked up. That's all I have for today. 

-Lil' Victor, San Francisco 

From The Beat: We are very glad to hear that you wanna turn your 
life around. You have our support! It looks like you are already on the 
right track. What do you like to study? Do you ever think about going 
to college? What was the most important lesson that you learned from 
your experiences being locked up? Do you think others can learn from 
your experiences also? 
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lips And Downs 



I have been through times that I have just got to the 
point where I felt that I had no feelings toward anybody, 
feel me? The chapters that I have lived in my life are some 
things that not even a grown man has gone through. Every 
day that goes by, I am blessed to be alive, so I never take 
things for granted. Things that I have done, I don't like, 
but they were lapses that I have to correct without the 
help of anybody. "Ups" meaning good things are things 
that are I am too short to grab, get it. I can't reach them, 
but in time I will. 

"Downs" meaning bad things. I have reached rock 
bottom, but I have managed to bring myself out of it 
because of people telling me that even though things that 
I have done were grimy to people, that I should not live 
my life making other people's lives bad. 

The chapters to my life are evolving still and the pages 
are turning from bad to good, and I am willing to change 
this time. 

-Kabb 

From The Beat: With this piece, you begin to tell us what's really going 
on in your head. Yes, your life is evolving, and you are incorporating 
those experiences — both good and bad — into that evolution called 
growing up. We'd like to know what you are reaching up to, whether 
you're able to grab it now or not. What are your goals, and how are 
you planning to get from here to there? (When you give us the benefit 
of your thoughts by writing a complete and thorough piece, we really 
appreciate it. Those shorter pieces only hint at where you are. We like 
the longer ones, like this.) 



"Ups " meaning good things 
are things that are I am 
too short to grab, get it 
I can't reach them, but in 
time I wili 



Time For Reflection 

I use my time being locked up to reflect on my life. I want 
to change everything around so I don't have to reflect at 
all. I really shouldn't be thinking about, "If this is the life 
I want." If I listened to my loved ones, there are so many 
things I could have been doing to replace being here. 

I ain't going to lie, when you in here, you reflect on 
how you want to better yourself and do what's right, but 
at the same time, you want to get out and do what got 
you here in the first place. If you really want to make a 
difference, you got to follow through on making a change, 
because it ain't going to benefit anybody but yourself. 
Take advantage of you' time, so you don't have to do any 
more time! Don't let the time do you. 

-VK 

From The Beat: We couldn't say it any better, VK. We appreciate the 
honesty of this piece, because we know how hard it is to want to change 
while at the same time to want to continue doing what is so familiar. 
You already know where the familiar path leads, though, so we hope 
that will lead you in better directions. Tell us what you hope to be in 
five years, and how you hope to get there. 



Can't Find Ma Way Back Home 



\ 



I left thinkin' I was never comin' back 

I thought I had changed and was on the right track 

I went to my group home thinkin' I'd go home easy 

'Cause I was a changed man 

But the streets always seem to suck me back into them 

Any way that they can 

Anything I do on the outs seems to cause a bad friction 

I never thought I'd be back 'cause of my drug addiction 

The first time I was here it was 'cause there was someone I 

tried to kill 

Now I'm here for sneakin' out to Rite Aid and stealin' some 

stupid pills 

So I'm sittin' in a juvy classroom writin' this poem 

And as I sit here, I wonder, will I ever be home? 

Right now, life seems more like a nightmare than anything 

Maybe one day I'll wake up and this'll all be just a dream 

-Slim Shaney 
From The Beat: You're too smart and to self-aware to let this addiction 
control you for the rest of your life. You're worth too much to surrender 
to a drug, and to have to deal with the all the consequences that come 
with that surrender. Take control of your life, and turn this nightmare 
into something different. 



ire 



Seen, Yet Not Seen 

Seen, yet not seen 

Ignored, degraded 

The beast within grows 

It's growing 

Stronger and stronger 

It grows on injustice 

Injustice as perceived by me 

What is happening? 

What do they see? 

Why am I so insignificant to you? 

That injustice, you see through me 

"I'll hurt you, I'll eat your soul" 

So says the beast 

It wants you to hurt 

It wants you to kill 

"How do you overcome?" 

They ask 

"Through love," you reply 

By simply picturing them 

For they cannot see their beasts within 

Love them for who they are 

Not for what the beast has them do 

"Love thy enemy," says the Bible 

Do not follow the beast 

Pity it, for it does not know what it does 

It simply acts on impulse 

Do not be afraid, for you shall survive 

Indeed, whatever happens, it is the will of God 

Trust and love 

It will save you from the perils of the world 

Only you have the power to save your soul for Nirvana, 

You will not be judged by the beast within 

But by your inner angel 

Mine is the Archangel, Michael 

-Phage 

From The Beat: We have the feeling that there are meanings within 
meanings in this poem that mixes darkness with light. If you are 
warring within yourself (as the Archangel Michael warred with the 
Devil), we wonder where that war is taking you, and whether you see 
light triumphing over darkness, or the opposite. There are messages 
hidden deep within these words, as we feel there are messages hidden 
deep within you. We hope you'll unfold these messages in these pages 
as time goes on. 
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Counselor 



There's a counselor that has helped me a lot 

She's done more for me than I ever thought 

I never thought anyone would ever see my side 

Then she revived something in me that had died 

My hope 

Felt like I was on dope 

A natural high of feeling right, and that there was a plan 

Even then it was a thing I didn't understand 

She helped me see when I was blind 

And showed there was a different person inside 

She helped me change for the best 

And she also challenged my mind and put me to the test 

She helped me with my driver's shhh and so much more 

She started me off on an adventure I'm about to explore 

I'm so grateful to have met someone like that 

That has put me on the map 

-Wilson 

From The Beat: What a beautifully written poetic tribute to this great 
counselor! Anyone who can show us things in ourselves that we 
forgot were there — or never knew existed — is a kind of hero in our 
minds. What greater gift could one person bestow on another than to 
revive hope! We know that — just as she has touched your life — your 
expression of gratitude will touch her life. We hope you show it to her. 



Then she revived something in me 
that had died 

Mif hope 









One Counselor That 

There is one counselor that helps me out a lot. That 
counselor really cares about what I do and where I'm 
going. That counselor is one of the best counselors I 
know, because the counselor doesn't judge me for what I 
did, but for the things I am capable of doing in the future. 
The counselor makes me see things that I never saw 
before, and she makes me think. I thank that counselor 
for everything. 

-Smokey 

From The Beat: It is nice to know there are counselors who take that 
title seriously and truly make you see things in yourself that you didn't 
know were there. What kinds of things has she made you think about? 
How will having her as a counselor make a difference in your future? 



Dreams 
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It is a cold, windy night 

In my sleep I felt warm 

All of a sudden I felt chilly 

The scene passes through my sleep 

The scene was my girl saying a sayin': 

"Naranja dulce (sweet orange) 

Limon partido (cut lemon) 

Dame un abraso que yo te pido 

(Give me a hug because I asked for it)" 

I woke up, felt warm again 

I felt strained during my dream 

Thinking that I would never see the next day 

And never wake up again 

-LIT Smoothie 

From The Beat: It is one thing to dream a poem of such sweet love, 
It is another to be able to remember it, and to share it with us. Keep 
dreaming, and keep writing your sweet poems. 
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My PO Has Given Me Many Chances 

Someone I feel I should really be thankful for having is 
my PO. Jan el Hollawati is her name. She has given me 
many chances to straighten up and stay out of trouble, be 
good. She will give me advice. She tried telling me where 
I would end up if I would continue getting into trouble 
(drinking, fighting). She would try and explain to me that 
I had a wonderful family that cared for me and loved me. 
But at the time, I wasn't really taking it seriously. I would 
say to myself, "Yeah, whatever." 

Now that I am in here for the first time an' last, I 
realize what she tried telling me. Now I really miss being 
with my family, how they are the only ones who love me 
and care about me. 

My PO is not letting my sister come and see me, now 
that I'm locked up, but I know why she's doing it, because 
she knows how close I am to my sister and how much I 
love her. I know she's trying to teach me a lesson and get 
me to realize that this is a punishment, and how I should 
never want to come back. Now I made a decision and I'm 
not coming back. 

-Toto 

From The Beat: If your PO has brought you to the point of making this 
decision to never return to the life that led you here, then she is more 
than just a good PO. She is like a guardian angel. Don't be one of those 
people who find it easy to promise things to themselves when they're 
locked up, but who find it impossible to keep those promises when they 
are free to make their own choices again. Honor what she has taught 
you by doing good. That's the greatest thanks she could get. 



It Doesn't Have Tn Be Miserable 

I try every day to use my time well. I read books and Til 
be real — I ain't ever read a book from cover to cover on 
the outs. 

I read this really good book called, "The House of the 
Scorpion" in here, which is now my favorite book. I could 
relate to the boy in the book on many levels. I practice 
my drawing all the time, honing my skills. I read a lot of 
magazines to keep up with life from the outside and talk 
about real stuff with my roommate. Whenever my moms 
visits, I always make sure to talk to her as much as I can. 
Life in here sucks, but it doesn't have to be miserable. 

-Young Koh 

From The Beat: It sounds to us that you are using this time to the 
best advantage. We admire you for making the effort to keep yourself 
occupied, and to connect to the world you want to rejoin. We hope 
you'll find reading to be something you want to do when you're on the 
outs, too, because the whole world can be found in books. 



...one of the best counsel- 
ors I know,,, doesn't Judge 
me for what I did, but for 
the things I am capable of 
doing in the future. 
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Passing Time In The Hall 



When I'm locked up right here in da hall, I jus' chop it up wit' my homies an' 
play games, like dominoes, an' bet snacks. I also like watchin' TV so I could 
know what's goin' on out there, and also write letters to my homegirls. 

But when I'm by myself in my room, I like to work out so could get bigger, 
an' I like to read so I could make time pass by faster. An' dat's about it, 'cause 
there's not much to do in here. 

-Juan 
From The Beat: What do you like to read? Do you ever spend your time 
thinking about how you ended up giving your freedom away (even 
temporarily), and therefore, how you can avoid giving it up in the 
future? 



Crazy In Love 



Crazy in love; lost in love 

With the girl of my dreams 

Dreaming that I could be with you 

Dreaming I was out in the streets 

Hugging you 

Dreaming dat you would give me a second chance 

To show you dat I care 

I know I was a fool 

Cheated and always kicked it with my homies 

Never paying attention 

Dreaming that you could forgive me 

Because all I did was make you cry and hurt you 

But I can't stop and you know I won't stop 

Kicking back with the homies 

Well, please forgive me 

-Rambo 
From The Beat: As long as you "can't" and "won't" stop, you will just keep 
hurting the ones you say you love (not to mention hurting yourself). 
You've made your choice: your gang comes before those you love. How 
can she forgive you — and why should she — when you've made it clear 
that she comes second. That's keeping it real. The rest is nothing more 
than a dream. 



Lite's lard Ail It Hurts 
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I'm stranded in Hillcrest juvy 

Hopin' my fam and friends are on duty 

Scared to death no one dies and goes to da sky 

I'm trying to get out 

And go back to my hometown, San Fran 

With my girl and have our very own fam 

Creepin' around with the homies, rolling hella deep 

Next day get da kids and tell dem "Life's hard and it hurts" 

Hopefully the judge sees I wanna get my life straight 

Get my education, get out of here 

And be with da people I love 

-L Kidd 
From The Beat: We hope the judge realizes you want to make some 
changes for the better in your life, too, because it's not so clear from 
what you've written. For example, if you're "creepin' around with the 
homies, rolling hella deep," how does that give the judge the idea that 
you want to get your life straight? Forgetting the judge for a minute, 
we encourage you to follow through on getting your education so that 
you can remain free and with the people you love. Don't disappoint 
yourself! 
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Cruisin' down the street in my '64 

Another day with the homies 

Sippin' on a pack of Tecates 

We mobbin' mobbin' with a sack of mota (weed) 

Driving down the boulevard 

With some jainas 

-Rambo 

From The Beat: Cruisin', drinkin', smokin' that green/Not much promise 
of a future, or so it seems/Were you created only for the here and now?/ 
Or is it that thoughts of God you do not allow?/Even though we can't 
know the where or the when/Your choices are surely leading to places 
where there are only other men. 



Respect 



I hate that when people demand respect. Man, hell, naw. My older ninja told 
me that you have to show/give respect to get some from me. That's real. Never 
come to me and try to demand anything from me and don't talk back, because 
we ain't gone get nowhere. 

-Kabb 
From The Beat: Again, you are writing around the topic rather than 
hitting it square on the head. How do you show respect? Give us some 
personal examples of respect given and respect returned. That way, we 
can understand you better. 



Always Stay True Tn Yourself 

I'm not a big fan of reading, but I once read a good book about two years ago. 
It was titled, "Parrot in the Oven," and it was about a Latino adolescent from 
Fresno that was facing several pressures of life that ranges from joining a local 
gang in his hometown of Fresno, to getting the girl that he's been jocking hella 
hard. It had a couple chapters about his parents fighting and about him finding 
a gun in the closet and coming close to killing his enemy and all. I liked the 
book because I learned you should always stay true to yourself if you are in a 
situation where you are in doubt. I also liked the book because I could relate 
to it. It was cool to read. 

-Dat Figian Dude 
From The Beat: We appreciate this brief book report, even though we 
don't know the book. But we have to ask you what staying true to 
yourself means for you. How will you stay true to yourself in a way that 
keeps you free, once you're out of this situation? 



Another Chance 



What I'm writing is a tribute, a tribute to my PO for giving me another chance, 
another chance to turn my life around. If he had never given me that chance, 
I'd be at CYA doin' time fo' somethin' stupid, two years away from my family 
and friends. But I'm not goin' towards that path because I've gotten another 
chance. 

My PO gave me another chance to go back to Cat — ~~ J J * " T 

go back home to my fam. Now I got this chance, I'ma make it work by spendin' 
mo' time at home and doin' better at school. 

-Tamasi'i Tonga 
From The Beat: We are always encouraged when we read a piece that 
tells us the writer is about to turn a corner. We hope you show this 
to your PO, because we bet he seldom hears words of thanks. Don't 
disappoint him, or yourself. 



It's time to even up, 
It's time to rejuvenate 

Not giving a damn 

about what it takes 

Spraying bullets like the cops 

spraif mace 

Time to shake the spot, 

now I'm in the race 



When You Lose A Brother 

Life is hell when you lose a brother 

It's like getting stabbed in the heart 

But not dying 

It's like just wanting to die 

But never dying 

A hole with this pain inside, 

Tearing you up from time to time 

Trying to cope with the pain 

So you do a little coke 

And drink a bottle to the face 

To try and win the race 

Against the horrible pain 

So now you feel better 

It's time to even up, it's time to rejuvenate 

Not giving a damn about what it takes 



Time to shake the spot, now I'm in the race 
Spraying angry words like mace 

-Young Neph 
From The Beat: With this much pain and rage, we hope that being able 
to spray these angry words (those that we can print) helps you to get it 
off your chest. Spraying words, no matter how angry they are, is always 
better than spraying the real thing with consequences that can never 
be undone. Let it all out, but let it out on paper! 
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Stranded 



Back when I was a youngsta 

Growing up in tha blocks of San Mateo 

Stranded 

Didn't really have my familia except my homies 

Doing dirt on enemies 

Kickin' back, 

Drinking a 40 oz of Old English 

Running around the streets 

Being a menace with the homies and the homegirls 

While we live a stranded life of struggle 

In the city of Mateo 

-Rambo 
From The Beat: Okay, Rambo. This tells us that you are capable of 
writing about your life without holding up your set to threaten or 
denounce others. We wish you could see where your determination to 
do "dirt on enemies" inevitably leads — or to make you care about your 
own life, and not just the life of your gang. But you make your own 
choices, and as long as you can write about them in this way, we will 
publish what you say. 



Dreams 



[ like if vou are 



As long as I have been locked up, I have had dreams about me almost losing 
it, and I keep reliving that day throughout my dreams. My life that I live is like 
no other, man. It's really real. Things that I do may have bad consequences, 
but at the same time, the things that we do as thugs, as we call ourselves, we 
thrive to have the rush that we receive from doing the things we do. Most of 
our thoughts are so far out of our way, that we call them dreams, but they can 
be made true. Just think and see what will it feel like if you are able to do the 
things you want. 

-Kabb 
From The Beat: You are skating around the edge of a real piece, here. 
Some of those "bad consequences" you only refer to, without any 
specifics, make us think of that consequence that came so close to 
ending your life! You're a smart young man, as we see in everything you 
write, but we haven't seen that you've started yet to think for yourself 
instead of just accepting what goes with the title of "thug." We think 
it's time for you to step up to the next level. 



Stranded In Redwood City 

Stranded in my 'hood 

Kickin' back where I live 

In my city, with my homies 

Chillin' in that summer breeze 

With the smell of carne asada 

Cookin' on the grill with a Corona 

And some lemon, sippin' on dat bottle 

All flamed up, heading back to tha canton 

Waiting to kick it with the homies 

At Hoover Park 

-Macias 
From The Beat: We can feel the gentle breeze on this summer evening, 
and smell the carne asada on the grill. What a sweet memory without 
anger or violence. When you are able, again, to spend an evening 
kicking back, don't give all that away to the system! 



Feelings 



My feelings, man, towards some people that think that they can compare their 
lives to mine. That bullshhh, man, fa real, man. People don't even know me at 
all, let alone they tryin' to compare their lives to mine, talkin' 'bout, "I know 
how you feel." Man, you don't know shhh. My life is more than just something 
that you can just compare something to. Man, that's just not my swagger at all. 
Me, man, my life is more than what you hear and what I say. There is always 
more to a story than what is told. 

-Kabb 
From The Beat: Of course your life is more than words on a paper and 
more than what anyone says it is. But how is this different from everyone 
else's life? All of our lives are more than they seem to the outside. 



Thinking About What I Did 

I be working out four times a day, so time would go fast, and sleeping and 
watching TV. I write to my family and breezy. I be playing games for snacks. I 
be using my time wisely to think what I did and to better myself, just be with 
my family. 

-Alejandro 
From The Beat: Keeping a positive attitude for a different future — and 
getting your education — are the key to getting back with your family 
and being able to stay with them. Good for you. 



Still Sleeping 



; I don't 



When I am incarcerated it is hard for me to think of ways to make sure I 
come back. When I am in here, all I do is sleep and work out. 

-Eduardo 
From The Beat: Come on, Eduardo. You can give us more than two 
sentences! It sounds like you are not only sleeping in your room, you're 
also sleeping in this workshop. Wake up! 
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The Best Book 



"My Bloody Life' was the best book I ever read 

I read it before I went to bed 

Instead of going crazy 

I read what's going on in my character's bloody life 

Like mine 

We're not that different 

The only thing was 

The book had experience in it 

I haven't had yet 

I didn't finish the book 

One day I woke up 

And they took me to Camp 

I thought I would finish the book 

But it was banned 

-Droopy 
From The Beat: What happened that you're not in camp any more, but 
back in the hall? What are some of those experiences the character in 
the book had that you haven't had yet? Are they experiences to avoid? 
When you get out of here, you can go to the library and finish the book 
you liked so much. 




What I Can Bo 



Some things I can do to not come back is go out and get a job. I can also join 
some sports. 

-Jovani 
From The Beat: We hope these two short sentences are not all that you 
can produce in an hour's time! What about school? How important is it 
to you to finish school? What changes will you make? What kind of job 
do you want? Next time, tell us something please! 
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A Story Of A Thug 



I'm currently in S.Q.S.P. "San Quentin state Prison" and I came 
across a Beat Within paper while serving a parole violation. 
I'm serving nine months on this violation and it was due to 
association w/ gangs first let me take y'all back some years 
back. 

I first encountered The Beat when I was fifteen years old 
turning sixteen it was 1994 and on my way to the C.Y.A. It 
started in S.F. juvenile and Jack Omega was there and David 
Inocencio — The Beat just started to launch off. I was there 
in juvenile for attempted murder and finally got dropped to 
assault. Gangs had a hold of my life as do others in this life 
and the past! I did four years in the Y.A. and was in and out the 
county jail after that till 2003 sent to C.D.C. San Quentin, as a 
gang member it was hard. You're obligated to some things that 
you have no reason to do. But since the prison is different it's 
not what you want to do, it's what you got to do! 

Some get a lot of time playin' in these fields, and some 
are fortunate to see their families again. I have "friends" who 
have life in prison, and some do time in Pelican Bay in a SHU 
(security housing unit!) 26-7 in a box doing time, it's a messed 
up situation when you locked up on the border of Oregon and 
California. And your moms and wifey live in the bay! I'll only 
say this that I was in the mist of some heavy hitters, all it took 
is one word and you would be laying in the ground! 

Through my few years I seen tears roll down behind glass, 
my son turning from a baby to a boy talking, walking, even 
reading. People who love you can't hug or even touch a hand. 
They bring you in cuffs when you get a visit! You not a animal 
but these games that are played are for keeps not for messing 
around! I'm not a gang member no more my chains are free 
and I'm glad to be away from the destruction of our youth, 
the misled who think that this is a future, I've talked to lifers 
"serving life in prison" who wish they could take back the 
hands of time, when I was released I met a beautiful young 
lady and I was enjoying the life in society, hot meals choices of 
every kind free to walk here and there, and shoes of different 
kind! I put the straps away no more late night creep hoping 



This next writer was one of our first workshop participants when 
he was in San Francisco's Juvenile Hall over ten years ago. And 
although he says he knew The Beat in 1 994 (The Beat wasn't created 
until 1 996), his name still rings a bell. He briefly discusses life after we 
met him and goes on to offer words of inspiration to the rest of us. Even 
though his piece is titled, "A Story Of A Thug," he wonders what life 
would've been like if he never started gang banging. You know; would 
he be suffering all the consequences 
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Quentin, CA. Hopefully, you'll take heed to the mistakes he made in 
life... 



that I wouldn't get jacked by 5-0 cause I was carrying heat in 
the car, the streets have a society of many drug users and I as 
well was one! 

I put away the crystal, coke, and ecstasy 'cause all that 
does is take a hold of your life, actions, decisions, and change 
of character! It's funny you hate your wife 'cause she nags, 
everyone who loves you is against you, and everyone who 
doesn't love you is your friend! Yeah, I know I been doing 
this since long time ago! I won't speak on certain gangs but 
you know who you are! You living like a star money, car, gold 
grill, ladies, and go hyphy, t-shirts, Nikes! It takes a split 
second to pull that trigger, or rob, and smash somebody face. 
And sometimes it will take life or years just to enjoy or want 
freedom for just a taste. What a waste! 

I've been clean from dope for two years now and a baby 
on the way I'm here on a violation for not reporting and gang 
association. But my friend wasn't a gang member no more, he 
was just labeled by police. So my young brown brother of that 
Latino raza! My message is don't be labeled and believe me 
that you'll regret to be a part of a thing that the city police, 
federal agencies, are now breaking up. Locking us away, and 
labeling and giving injunctions, don't let them dictate your 
future, I know it's hard no jobs, programs, etc, I been there! 
Patience and strength — raza advancement demands change. 
To advance in this world we must change our life and thoughts 
— good luck to you and all the different race groups who are 
struggling in these city streets, aka killin' fields! I'm Latino 
but I'm speakin' from a thug point of view! One love... 



'F0ED SMITH* 



What Would I Be? 



Thank you Beat for the chance to express myself in a positive 
manner, you have brought me closer with my family, and 
self through the art of expression. I will keep your whole 
staff in my prayers. Peace. 

There is no god but Allah and Muhammad is his last 
messenger, I bare witness to this. May Allah bless and keep 
us on the straight way. This poem is for my brothers and 
sisters of all the faiths, who I love and cherish with all my 
heart. Keep your head up and realize that there's only one 
enemy and it's not each other. Peace. 

What would I be if Allah hadn't guided me to the dean, 

Would I still live in a world of self-hate and uncertainty 

Unable to feel or to heal 

Unable to reach and teach, 

Unable to learn and stand firm. 

What would I be if Allah didn't care about me, 

I would be lost in this world of lust and greed hinder by 

deed. 

A soul trap in sin with no begin and no end. 

Destin for the hellfire eternal punishment that would 

never expire, 

A justified punishment for my disobedience to my lord, 

The cherisher of all the worlds. 



We appreciate this Beat veteran for thanking us in the beginning 
of this next piece, but without people like him sharing their beliefs, 
experiences, and ideas with us, none of this would be possible. So 
we should be the ones thanking you although it always puts a smile 
on our faces to know that we're appreciated. In his piece, he explains 
what Allah has done for him. He says that there is no god but Allah, but 
writes a poem for sisters and brothers of all faiths. We enjoyed it, so let 
us know what you think... He's writing from California State Prison — 
Solano in Vac a vi lie, CA. 



He who creates but is not created. 

Some may not believe in God because they say, 

"Why doesn't he talk to me," 

Just take a look around and see 

The universal harmony, 

How the earth rotates, how the sun abates, 

How the seasons change, and how there's beauty in 

everything. 

I'm so glad that God open my eyes to his truth and my 

lies, 

And open my heart and cleanse the filth inside. 

Now there's no limit on how high I can fly, 

I can reach to there and never die. 

Thank you lord for your mercy and patience with me, 

There no doubt you care, cause you set me free. 

Stay strong in your faith whatever it is, and remember the 
robber doesn't rob his own house. 



^" 
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Damn dad It's sure been awhile. 

lust writing you to try and get a smile. 

I wish you were here 

to say happy birthday, 

Instead you're In a place so far away. 

Ganzo 

Damn dad it's sure been awhile. 

Just writing you to try and get a smile. 

I wish you were here to say happy birthday, 

Instead you're in a place so far away. 

In a realm that I can never go. 

Until that day comes when I grow old. 

Remember the times that we used to have fun? 

But then god was cruel and said it was done. 

When I was just a kid you were never there. 

I was so young that I didn't care. 

But now that you're gone, I wish you were here. 

To teach me some skills on how to be a man. 

Learn to grow up with my own two hands. 

It all had to happen on that awful night. 

You were on that trip and out of sight. 

I just talked to you the day before 

And didn't even get the chance to say I loved you once 

more. 

But don't worry about me I'll try to stay strong. 

Hold the family together and watch over mom. 

I'll grow up and make you proud. 

See you smiling from the heavens on down. 

Until that day comes when I see you again, 

I'll keep struggling on down the bend. 

But right now all I want to do 

Is say that I love you and I miss you too. 



Dear Beat 



What's up Beat. Not much over here just chillin' it in the 
505. Well I'm new to The Beat so let me give you some of 
my info. My name is Michael Gomez and I just recently 
spent my 18th birthday in jail. Which I never thought 
would happen to me. I'm going to be the first one to 
graduate this coming December in my family. 

I got two years for beating someone up but that's not 
the important thing. So here I am doing two years in a 
juvenile prison in New Mexico. I'm not from a gang and 
I've never owned a gun. But I love to smoke Meth, party, 
and just have fun. Basically I think coming to prison is 
one of the best things that ever happened to me. I'm now 
going to go to college when I get out, I found my true voice 
in here. When I get out I want to go to college and major 
in journalism. 

Now let me start to get to the point. There's this 
program here called Voices Behind Walls. And it's a poetry 
class. So our teacher, one of the coolest dudes ever, gave 
me some copies of your magazine and told me I should 
write you and send some of my poems. Hopefully they'll 
make it to The Beat Without. His name is Lecroy Rhyanes 
Jr. and he's helped me a lot. So here's a few pieces I wrote. 
Hope you like them and I hope to hear from you all soon. 

Peace out. 



This next first time writer who's locked up in a juvenile prison 
in Las Cruces, New Mexico, was introduced to us by our good 
friend and colleague, Lecroy Rhyanes, the founder of <http://www. 
voicesbehindwalls.org>, so we know Michael has something worthwhile 
to say. And after reading his letter, (we appreciate how you described 
the work we're doing in your P.S. but we decided to leave it out) and the 
two poems he sent us, we can see that this will be an extremely fruitful 
relationship. He writes a poem called, "Obey And Control," where he 
talks about his Meth use. We really enjoyed it and thought it grasped 
how difficult it must be to live addicted to Meth. Then, he closes with 



mmmim^fm m 



father's influence, yet his father has passed, so all the influence must 
now come from memories. He's living on through you, hopefully. We 
appreciate everything you've written for us and would like to welcome 
you into our pages. T" ....... 

you want and we'll try our best to publish everything. You really are a 
talented poet and we'd love to hear more... 



Obey And Control 



Lost in a world full of hate 

Waiting for death at the fiery gates 

Looking for heaven but only finding hell 

Stuck in the loneliness of the world 

Searching for the demons that entered my mind 

Stealing my soul and obstructing time 

Feeling the powers of what they behold 

Bending my will to obey and control 

Entering my body through virgin lungs 

Exiting my thoughts through aggressive tongue 

Keeping me up for several days 

Blinding me from this path in which I lay 

Holding and tempting, telling me to stay 

My body is dead my mind is awake 

Going full speed with nothing at stake 

For as long as this drug keeps reeling me on 

My body will slave and keep going beyond 
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The Game 



"Why do we play a game when there's no winning in the end? That's 
like accepting failure with open arms..." 

I have an addiction, it's the game. Born hustler and blood 
money's my occupation. Get paid by all means is my attitude for EA 
Sports is my motto. I'm in the game! I'm in a competition to have it 
all so like Nascars I'm always driving dirty. This engine stays just 
as hot as this glock so stay out my way boy it ain't no cooling this. I 
got to eat for I been starving all my life and times call for desperate 
measures. I've been patient far too long and it's quite evident a 
hamburger isn't going to grow feet and walk my way. If pressure 
bust pipes, I guess my pipes are busted. 

I'm not a terrorist but I'm an outlaw, y'all tell me the difference. 
If it's a game of cat and mouse I'm the mouse and I'm stacking my 
cheese. I'm the reason you attorneys, D.A's, and judges have jobs 
— show a little gratitude. I'm the biggest supporter of the justice 
system, what you forgot, outlaw and justice is married. I'm the 
ghetto's pain reliever, forget Tylenol. When it comes to E-Money 
my soldiers is ready to go to war and back, king me! This is more 
than a revolution this is block movement and we're bringing this 
game to a hood near you. 

I was born with the vision of a thug in my eye and you can tell 
by the way I stroll. The only thing square about me is my box Chev 
and that's considered thug too. My appearance says a thousand 
words and not one of them is good. My daily activities consist of 
breaking at least 3-4 laws a day. Welcome to my game. Words of 
the wise go in one ear and come out the other. "Ninja, can't tell me 
shhh." Head harder than my ass it's not a mystery. You can say, "I 
got it all figured out." 

What is it about incarceration that makes a man want to 
change but when he get out he do the same damn thing? What is it 
about this pain that makes a man want to divorce this game but ink 
don't come out where he's supposed to sign his name? You hear 
that? That's twenty-three and a half hour lockdown boy! My heart 
cries a waterfall everyday. My misery rejects my better memories 
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There aren't many people we respect more than this next Beat 
veteran writer, who's writing from Folsom State Prison in Represa, 
CA. We met him way back when The Beat Within first started when he 
was facing a very serious case at a young age. He was incarcerated at 
San Francisco Juvenile Hall when we met him and through his writing 
' " """ " " "■""■ "" * ver ten years now. And 

although, he's in prison now; we can tell from his latest installment of 
two knock-out pieces that he's doing a whole lot of thinking at Folsom. 
The first piece offers inspiration as he's suggesting we stop playing into 
the system's hands by killing each other and getting locked up, but 
instead we lift one another up. We don't know if that will ever happen, 
but it's nice to hear E-Money thinking of empowerment rather than 
destruction. Then he closes with a piece about the game where he starts 
off letting us know his street credentials, but then goes on to conclude 
all that with his harsh reality now. He makes the connection between 
how he was living and having to live the consequences so clear that it's 
hard for us not to miss his presence in our office. We always hold a place 
for you in this publication and you never let us down. Thank you... 



for they ain't nothing but a tease in times of helplessness from the 
time I wake up me and incarceration is swinging it out trying to see 
who knock who out first. 

I hate to say I told you so but I tell myself that every day. 
Playing in this game doesn't guarantee you nothing but a shortcut 
to death sometimes it's best to stay in your lane. What the game 
did for me? Had me living in the dirt while giving me small tastes 
of her riches. You can call me Jerry for I'm the mouse that stole 
crumbs from her cake. 

As you see times have changed my mind and instilled a 
wisdom of experience. Never think I'm too old to understand the 
youth because I was once you. As you see I once thought how you 
think. Your love, divorced her, your hate no longer knows her. Your 
dreams, old news. Found out she got caught selling illusions. Your 
perception, left it in my old prescription. What's the game? Just 
what it says it is, a game. So enjoy it because everybody eventually 
lose. Now that we know this, why do we play the games that we 
play? 



To Paint A Picture 



At times it feels like I'm a part of a whole helping to create a picture 
known as destiny. Perceiving the ugliness and beauty of my 
thoughts in my every day reality. My blood sustains humanity, but 
yet is influenced by a criminal mind that is the ultimate destroyer 
of my environment. It has taken me to experience the American 
nightmare before I could even think of experiencing the American 
dream. 

Who are these people marinating in cold blood with ambitions 
of painting this world in hate? Could it be they're mad scientists 
driven by curiosity, hindered by fear to investigate a predetermined 
conspiracy known as "poverty?" It seems as if we're living in a world 
conceived from genocide perceiving pictures painted in blood stolen 
from a dead man's veins. This must be the new world order and the 
soil we use to produce our future holds the secrets of the historical 
native. What you and I see has been foreseen and therefore shaped 
to deceive your perception for the benefit of the creator. You and I 
are living among those seeking to punish dreamers for visualizing 
a truth that outshines the shadows of their criminality. To know 
the truth is a crime in America because it doesn't co-exist with the 
lies needed to keep us in mental shackles. Someone is playing for 
keeps and it doesn't look like it's us. Someone is trying to play the 
power of God with devil intentions, why aren't we alert? That's like 
not knowing "under estimation" is a friend to "defeat." I declare 
a silent war has been waged against us (the sleepers of society) 
should we stay sleep and die! 

I hear keys clacking and I see steel bars, could it be we're 
stuck in a prison of someone else's idea prematurely believing we 
know all the answers? Look at us! Incarcerated within the mind 
even though we're free. Open your mind and see. Society is short 
changing you of your happiness to see someone else smile. It 
looks like freedom has been robbed from us at birth! America is 
depicted as a beauty that covers her pains and scars in the mystery 
of "make-up." If deception has prevailed our thinking could it be 
America's the serpent looking to lead astray our eve? I think we've 
been hoodwinked playing with the dangers of poison that's leading 
us to an early death. Have we painted upon this wall of life a reaper 
instead of a God? Who is this devil in our minds looking to steal 



our thoughts? Could it be we're sleeping with the enemy? 

You can describe me as aphoristic I am the truth! Once 
guilty of a blemish identity I have evolved like the plants of the 
field to be the creator and designer of my thoughts to birth upon 
this world light (as I see it) from her heavenly womb of darkness. 
I'm down and out right now but when I open my eyes to stare down 
another day I can see and feel my thoughts shaping circumstances 
to once again pick me up. 

The world is a mysterious and complicated puzzle solved solely 
by the thinkers of this earth. Although we're living in a world of 
devils, the world is what you make it. Circumstances are perceived 
visions (thoughts) you have allowed to paint your world. No one is 
to blame but you for the way you live. That's if your thoughts are 
truly yours. Something is telling me that they are not. 

If America was to change her thought the God of natural law 
would change her appearance. Prisons are part of the painted 
picture authorized by society. A seed is corrupted only by the 
ground in which it grows, the system in which it breathes. We will 
never be able to co-exist in peace until perception of thought is 
conquered and shaped by means of intellect from each individual. 
All these pain stories are pictures of the world's incompetence to 
be of Gods. 

Wherever you go an environment is birthed from your womb 
of thought. Circumstances are what you make them. It's no one 
else's belief it's your belief that terminate your being at request 
or feed fruits to your existence as a physical success. You create 
and govern the laws of your land, anything posed as a threat you 
exercise any means possible to execute all adversaries. You design 
your societies and blossom your environment. You are the energy 
source that circulate your reality like trees breast feed humans 
through oxygen. Your world depends upon you! We live to die but 
we breathe long enough to bequeath our success to our existing 
love. "Love your existence nothing less than obsessive." And never 
let it die. Live to be of influence to your world even when you're 
being cease to be of existence in it's physical form. This is how 
I'm learning to paint my picture. Who are you letting paint your 
world? 

"For where is there a better place to die in this world other 
than your brother's hands? Love your people!" 



///////#/////,/// ////#///,//////// 



^^^■S^IHO^ / / /i#////// 



'00 THUG Jn/IHS* 




I Am For Real 



I am for real... for who I am is imaginary. 

You can feel my touch, hear my thoughts, see me through a 

window, but who I am is imaginary. 

I am for real... 

You praise me, some disobey me, 

And some ask for saving but who I am is imaginary. 

I am for real... can you figure out who I am, 

'Cause I am for real. 



This next writer, who's writing all the way from Rochester, New 
York, sends us his first piece for The Beat Without section. He writes 
on the topic where we asked, "Why do you do what you do?" And 
although parts of his answer sort of confused us like, "Without love 
for guns there would be hate and without hate there would be love for 
guns." And, "Poverty we hate because our environment is so corrupted 
with violence, but we should love poverty for the corruptions in our 
environment because we see things from our violence that keeps a lot of 
our people alive." We still feel like he has a great answer to why he does 
what he does and that's simply because of love and hate. We'd like him 
to elaborate on that more in the future, but we think it's a great start. 



Dear The Beat Within 



You would like to know why I do what I do? Well, it's quite 
simple love and hate is the answer. God created love and 
hate, Adam and Eve who gave birth to Abel and Cain who 
made multiple children (well Abel did not, but Cain did) who 
made our ancestors and so on. Without love and hate there 
would be no material things that's hand made by men and 
women. So, that mean guns, knives, money and more would 
not exist without love and hate. 

Let's talk about guns since that is the topic of society 
in today's world. People say people kill people, well that's 
true only because of love and hate. Guns is a problem but 
without guns who would win the Civil War, WW1, WW2, and 
now WW3 and all the other wars. If we ain't had guns we still 
have hands, knives, and nature who is able to kill people. 
Without love for guns there would be hate and without hate 
there would be love for guns. Poverty we hate because our 
environment is so corrupted with violence, but we should 
love poverty for the corruptions in our environment because 
we see things from our violence that keeps a lot of our people 
alive. If it's anybody we should blame its Eve for believing a 
serpent who is demon, destruction, and all evil. 



The Beat Within I am only 17 years old with the 
intellect of knowledge that I learned from observing me 
and others actions. I read your whole Beat Within packet 
and there talking about guns and their lives, but you also 
have a lot of real citizens, gangs tas, and gentlemen who 
talk the truth to The Beat Within. I love the person who 
wrote "I know its hard being the mother of an addict. . . when 
you hold me in your arms, you see more than shackles and 
filthy habits... I chase the dragon... you pray for magic... 
asking the lord every night to save me from an early casket." 
I say this because I was addicted to weed and every time my 
mother see me I'm either in shackles or out of the house 
creating filthy habits and she prays for me not to die before 
her. 

The Beat Within I live in Glockchester (Rochester, N.Y.), 
but I am incarcerated for being incriminated by an R.P.D. 
cop of the city and might be facing some time because of my 
situation. God is putting me through trials and tribulations, 
it's up to me how I face them. By the way my name is Arthur 
Jones but you can call me schizophrenia or phrenic. Well, 
I'm a give you a freestyle poem from my creative thought of 
imagination. 



Mind Race 



Doors slam... 

Now its just me and my mind with time, 

Praying for it to take me someplace divine 

Let my mind wander and combine all my thoughts 

Sometimes I just feel utterly lost 

Not knowing which way I'm heading 

Its like chipping a brick, 'cept here the snowflakes stick 

Ten thoughts at once cloud my brain 

Leading me to think life is vain 

Devilish thoughts are stickier than blood 

To distort my views is it possible to think of you? 

Time slips by, the second hand ticks 

My mind not trying to waste it 

Where am I going? 

Where have I been? 

How many lives lost? 

Is it possible to seek righteous thoughts? 

In this life of sin, is it possible for my body to live within? 

Life is too real, the pain, will it ever heal? 
Lord relieve my soul, is it possible to seek your heavenly 

gold? 

My mind doesn't want me to win 

Chemical imbalance burns desires within 

Should I just get high to let time fly by? 

Get lost in the haze and trapped back in the maze. 

Too many thoughts course through my brain 

Can I lead life right even though there's a battle every 

night? 

Who will win? 

I pray not the devil again. 

The doors pop, mind races stop. 



'T¥L r B0 niUUHL* 



We got these next two poems from a self-proclaimed suburban 
soldier. He's writing from Fairfield, California, and you can see by 
reading what he sent us that he's a great thinker. The first poem, titled 
"Blind Thug," is something that we're assuming is describing him, for he 
describes it so well. He talks about everything from the 'puffed up pride' 
to 'fears for years, through tears you can't see clear' he seems to know 
the lifestyle all too well to be talking about anyone else. And that's 
what we thrive on here at The Beat — teaching through experience. 
He closes with a poem that we're sure everyone can relate to. Have you 
ever had so many thoughts flowing through your mind that you didn't 
define each and every one. But instead let your mind race and touch on 
as many ideas as possible. Well, that's what he clearly maps out in this 
poem. Great writing is a pleasure and we were more than pleased with 
this next writer, thank you... 



Blind Thug 



Tears of a blind thug 

Lost, life out of control 

No where to run, no where to turn 

No where to call my own 

Broken dreams, broken hearts 

Is a price paid from the start 

Feelings numbed, emotions spent 

Rage is the only mind set 

Fears for years, through tears you can't see clear 

Puffed up pride 

In this life you pay the price 

How many years spent? 

How many months gone? 

How many days did you waste, chasing a deathly fate 

A pale ghost walking in the street 

Is this the destiny you were born to meet? 

Ever present fear, death is all too near 

Stay aware, for the price of a thug is too dear. 
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Team Work 



Please help me Dear God 

To write well today's page 

For its my life story I'm writing 

And I'm on the stage. 

The things I write 

And the things that I say 

May well help another 

In some special way. 

Help me Lord to listen 

And answer wisely when asked 

And work ever so willingly 

And perform well each task. 

Let me share joys of laughter 

And love from my heart 

To encourage another 

And give them a start. 

Let me rejoice in the splendor 

And hear well your voice 

So that when my day is over 

I'll give thanks and rejoice. 

Rejoice that together 
We wrote well a page 
With you as Director 
And me on the stage. 



The Promised Visit 



After hearing about men who while in prison lost a loved 
one, I'd think to myself, how sad. That's life. I've seen 
fellow inmates as they received word of a loved one's 
death and I think, take time to grieve, but move on. One 
day, I was called into the chaplains office. He said "Your 
Grandmother died" time stood still, everything froze. I 
quickly went into an instant replay of my last conversation 
with grandmother. I thought of the warmth in her voice, 
the words of love and my promise that I'd be home soon. 

I thought of how much love she spread everywhere 
she went. The world wouldn't be quite the same. I wanted 
to cry but couldn't. If I cried it would mean that my 
grandmother was dead. No. I promised her I'd be home to 
visit her, to enjoy a home-cooked meal, to tell her how I 
spent my time in here and assure her I was okay. I wanted 
to witness to her how prayers touched my life. This wasn't 
something that would ever happen to me. Only other men 
in prison lost a loved one. 

When I phoned home, we all cried. I heard them say, 
"Stay strong. Grandmother loves you and is in heaven 
now. Life goes on. We'll be there to see you soon. We'll 
arrange for you to have a viewing at the funeral at the 
funeral home." 

I went to the viewing for an hour and cried the entire 
time. I didn't stop crying even though I was under the 
watchful eyes of the guards and an occasional passing 
of funeral home employees. I cried and prayed over her 
body. I kept my promise of coming home the best I could. 
I was with her and out of prison for an hour. She was 
pleased. She was at peace and so was I. In prayers, I still 
talk to her, and life goes on. 



Well, damn, you want to talk about being a versatile writer in both 
form and content, then talk about this next Beat veteran writer 
who blew our minds back this week. Let us first tell you where he's 
writing from because this introduction may be a long one. Like him, 
we have many ideas to touch on. He's writing from Florida State Prison 
in Raiford, Florida. We didn't know people were so wise out there. He 
starts by talking about love and how such a small word defines such 
a complex emotion. He goes on to say that to keep love strong people 
need to be present in each other's lives and that's why its difficult for 
the incarcerated to hold onto relationships — we agree. Then he offers 
a piece about why and how he's changed since his days on the streets. 



Juvenile Hall teacher who we're sure influenced his thinking in many 
ways. For his brief description of her, made us assume she's a wonderful 
person and that there should be more teachers out there like her. 
Speaking of teachers, he even created a brilliant 'Teacher Application" 
piece that nails the problem right on the head. We're giving teachers 
way too many responsibilities without enough the proper resources. 
We're asking them to create a teaching environment while having to 
play police, cultural advisor, back-pack inspector, etc, and these are 
people that are so underpaid it ain't even funny. He also talks about 
his grandmother, who were sorry to hear has moved on from this life. 
But he has an interesting take and that's while everyone else is losing 
loved ones while incarcerated, he insists he hasn't lost her at all. She's 
living on through him and his family while watching over them. We 
believe this way of thinking about the deceased is blissful and want 
to thank him for such a compassionate perspective. This man is more 
than a great writer, he's a great person with gigantic heart. He uses the 
whole Michael Vick hysteria to showcase to the younger generation 
that friends often times wind up betraying you. That in the heat of 
the moment, people will roll over on you just so they can get a lesser 
consequence. We're sure many people who are incarcerated can relate 
to that. We can't stroke this man's ego enough because it deserves to 
be on a pedestal. He's a great thinker and we're thankful to have him 
writing for us in our pages. He really made this issue what it is and 
that's an incredible one. We appreciate all your words and will definitely 
be pointing you out in our workshops, so the youngsters can get a 
glimpse of greatness. 



Expecting To Be A Better Person 

Well, you know sometimes, The Beat Within readers... 
Before I got to prison, my expectations were not all that 
high and I assume that goes for so many of us. But, you 
know what? It doesn't have to stay that way. We all know 
we have to grow up sooner or later. Those of you who 
assume you don't have to well, as you have witnessed, 
it will bite you in the rear end. And then, "they" have a 
place to put you. 

I guess I really must speak for myself when I say this, 
although, I know many of you can relate to it. When I was 
out, it was all about me and no one or nothing mattered. 
My main concern was me and what I wanted. What were 
my expectations? I wanted more money. 

Ask me what my expectations are now that I have 
grown up and I will say to own something, to make a life 
for myself, become part of the solution and not part of the 
problem. I'm 34 years old and I've got nothing to show for 
it. Sad! 

Yes, I now it's going to be a real challenge for me, but 
I'm willing to face it now and what ever responsibilities 
come with it. I've been sitting around long enough. I 
expect to work for what I want instead of just going about 
it, all wrong. Those of us that have done that know what I 
mean. What all this boils down to, friends, is that I expect 
to be a better person. And that is my expectation and I 
hope it is one for many or all of us. 

Dedicated to Ms. Bernadette Neizvestry, Teacher Osborne 
School, Santa Clara Juvenile Hall 

Ms. Barnadette, I just thought I'd write to let you know 
that I think what you are doing over there is beautiful. 
It's great that these young Queens have a way to express 
themselves. I have two daughters of my own. Anyway, 
keep up the good work and let me just say thanks to 
everyone, at Santa Clara Juvenile Hall. Keep your heads 
up and don't let anyone get you down. 
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What Surprises Everybody, But Us! 

What up? The Beat Within readers... So, what shall we 
talk about today? Shall we talk about an article that made 
the papers, a little while ago, that had as its headline, 
"Blacks Murdered Far More Than Other Racial Groups!" 
Now, supposedly, that shocked a lot of people! I do not 
know why it shocked a lot of people, or where those lot 
of people have been living, for the past two centuries, but 
the national news media told us that the idea of black 
people being recipients for the MOST MURDERED PRIZE 
OF AMERICA was a thing most folks hadn't thought about! 
Now, I don't know about you, but in my opinion, what I just 
told you certainly seems to be something that you and I 
ought to talk about. So, it's sealed! That's what we will 
talk about, today: Black Americans receiving a Pulitzer 
Prize for the ultimate Black-on-Black crime rate. 

The study was done by the Bureau of Justice Statistics, 
which was sponsored by the U.S. Justice Department. 
Target years were from 2001 to 2005. The subject was 
the tracking of a pattern, which saw black people being 
"disproportionately victimized by violent crime," And this 
is what it found. 

"From 2001 to 2005, more than nine out of ten black 
murder victims were killed by other blacks, and three 
out-of-four black people were slain with a gun. Black 
Americans — who comprise thirteen percent of the overall 
population — were victims in fifteen percent of nonfatal 
violent crimes." So wrote the Bureau of Justice Statistics. 
But that was only the tip of the iceberg. Additional finding 
announced, "Black men were more likely to be crime 
victims than black women; Black murder victims were 
most often younger than White or Hispanic homicide 
victims, and Black people in poor or urban households 
were more likely to be victimized than those on higher 
income or rural areas." 

Said a law professor at prestigious University of 
Toledo, "Black victimization is a real problem," and it 
is an aspect that has to be brought into any attempt to 
address the crime problem, which the community itself 
must be called into assist." 

Begging your pardon, Professor, BUT WE KNOW THAT! 
TELL US SOMETHING WE DON'T KNOW! On that, both 
law professors and the Justice Department fell silent! 

And why has there been an overwhelming silence 
when so-called experts are asked, point-blank. "Why are 
we black people continuing to kill ourselves, especially in 
such record numbers?" 

Perhaps, it would be better to ask a pit bull or 
rottweiler, "Why do you feel comfortable in killing your 
own kind?" Are we, too, a product of domestication? 
Alas, we are not dogs. We are human beings! 

So, why is it when you put a mirror in front of a 
black man, he turns homicidal? In other words, "What 
is the primordial source of our self-hatred?" You know, 
if somebody came out with a book that answered that 
question, I surely would buy it. As a matter of fast, I'd buy 
a whole armful of them, and give everyone I knew a copy 
of that book, for Christmas! On second thought, maybe, 
the book has already been written. It's just out of print! 

In the meantime, we Americans continue to wallow in 
what we already know... That there is something in our 
racial attitude that is eating us alive. And until we reckon 
with it, no matter what we do or don't do, we will never be 
what we could have been! 



My, What Light Eyes You Have 

I can remember I was at Burger King and had just 
finished ordering the No. 1 Everyday Whopper Value 
Meal when the young lady behind the cash register gave 
me "the lingering look" for a second, I thought it was 
my unkempt appearance that drew her attention. I was 
shabbily dressed, with the undisciplined beginnings of a 
beard creeping along my face. She could have thought I 
was homeless or crazy, or thought I was going to rob her. 
But even after I'd paid her for my order the young lady 
was still staring and finally declared, "You have some 
pretty eyes." 

So that was it. I was still being taken off guard by the 
attention to my eyes. I am a member of a very select club, 
one that you must be born into: National Association 
of Brothers with Light Eyes — NABLE for short. It is a 
diverse association, ranging from the conceited who are 
stuck on "white features" to those who hate whatever 
recessive gene they inherited. Some members are dogs. 
Some are humble. But most are like me — just regular 
brothers, winding through life, aware of our difference in 
a sea of brown beauty. 

Some NABLE, members have been called "white 
boy," or asked if they could see any better through light 
eyes. And then, of course, NABLE membership grants 
a particular relationship with black women. When they 
meet us for the first time, we frequently get "the lingering 
look." Women are especially prone to blurt out, "Are 
those real?" I'm still touched by something a girl told 
me as a teenager: "she said my eyes reminded her of the 
ocean," and I said "that I probably have emotions that run 
deep, like the ocean." I wonder if eyes are one of the few, 
if not the only, physical trait that sisters feel comfortable 
commenting on when approaching a brother they don't 
know. I wonder if eyes are sometimes called "cat eyes," 
"sexy eyes," or bedroom eyes," grant me a sexual allure 
that I may not live up to. 

Well, at least I don't have to live up to the expectations of 
having large hands or feet! I inherited NABLE membership 
from my mother. At least my brother was a NABLE member 
too, as a kid, the attention my eyes brought bothered me. 
We all know kids hate to be different from their peers and 
I thought my eyes were the only thing people saw "hey" I 
wondered, "What about the me inside?" Certainly, on that 
night at Burger King, the cashier was not considering the 
inner me. As I walked to the car, I shook my head. Here I 
was, worried about looking like a bum or thief. But all she 
saw was "my pretty eyes." Ha, Ha, Ha. 



Reason He Gave His Life 



Compassion, in my eyes, is a yearning and an understanding 
that people have to show love, peace, good-will, and kindness 
towards one another. It is the "do unto others as you would 
have them do unto you" way of thinking. Once we learn to 
have the understanding to start caring for one another and 
stop trying to steal and take from each other what belongs to 
the next one, then we can begin to help each other and show 
some compassion and express love to one another. In order 
for us to be able to show compassion for someone else, first 
we have to be able to love one self. 

I try to show compassion for others around me, but it 
is not always easy. People being full of hate can only cause 
more 'hate'. People continue to be afraid of the feelings from 
deep within. Stop pointing fingers, stop the selfishness and 
start caring for ones, other than our selves. Be Christ-like 
and let's not forget the very reason he gave his life for us — 
compassion. 
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A Letter From Heaven 



To my dearest family, some things I'd like to say... But 
first of all, to let you know, that I arrived okay. 

I'm writing this from heaven. Here I dwell with God 
above. Here, please do not be unhappy just because I'm 
out of sight. Remember that I'm with you every morning, 
noon, and night. 

That day I had to leave you when my life on earth was 
through. God picked me up and hugged me and said, "I 
welcome you." 

It's good to have you back again; you were missed 
while you were gone. As for your dearest family, they'll be 
here later on. 

I need you here badly; you're part of my plan. There's 
so much that we have to do, to help our mortal man 

God gave me a list of things that he wished for me to 
do. And foremost on the list, was to watch and care for 
you. 

And when you lie in bed at night, the day's chores put 
to flight. God and I are closest to you, in the middle of the 
night. 

When you think of my life on earth, and all those 
loving years, because you are only human, they are bound 
to bring you tears. 

But do not be afraid to cry; it does relieve the pain. 
Remember there would be no flowers, unless there was 
some rain. 

I wish that I could tell you all that God had planned. 
But if I were to tell you, you wouldn't understand. 

When you're down the street, and you've got me on 
your mind; I'm walking in your footsteps only half a step 
behind. 

And when its time for you to go from that body to be 
free, remember you're not going you're coming here to 
me. 

Love You 

Your Grandmother 

Rose Bud 



Just Because 



Just because no one has been fortunate enough to realize 
What a gold mine you are, doesn't mean you shine any less. 

Just because no one has been smart enough to figure out 
That you can't be topped, doesn't stop you from being the 
best. 

Just because no one has come along to share your Life, 
Doesn't mean that day isn't coming. 

Just because no one had made this race worth while, 
Doesn't give you permission to stop running. 

Just because no one has shown up to or could love you on 
Your level, doesn't mean you have to sink to theirs. 

Just because you deserve the very best there is doesn't 
Mean that life is always fair. 

Just because God is still preparing your king, doesn't 
Mean you're not already a queen 

Just because your situation seems to be slowly progressing 
Right now, doesn't mean you need to change a thing. 

Keep shining, keep running, keep hoping and most of all 
keep praying! 



lust because no one has been 

fortunate enough to realize 

What a gold mine t/ou are, 

doesn't mean t/ou shine an if less, 



My Love 



Love... A small word for such a complex emotion. There 
is no single explanation for it, because love is made up of 
many things. It cannot be measured, because it is a feeling. 
All the love in the world cannot be given to us; it has to 
be earned. It does not happen by wishing; it must come 
about mutually. Love is not an instantaneous emotion, but 
something that grows slowly between two people, maturing 
with time. Once love has reached maturity, there is no 
stronger bond between two people. But when the two people 
are separated like a lot of us in prison are from a loved 
one, this love sometimes becomes weak. And those of us in 
prison struggle to strengthen this love once again. To love 
someone means being comfortable and at ease with them, 
sharing confidence knowing that they will be understood 
and held in trust. It means respecting each other's dignity 
and never being demanding, but rather being willing to 
give, and accepting that which is given, graciously and with 
love. 

To love someone is wrong without being told. It is 
understanding the other person's problems, moods, and 
'hang-ups', and accepting all of them even if you don't quite 
understand. It is excusing their faults, because you know 
that their good points for outweigh the bad. A lot of us in 



prison don't seem to realize this until we are locked up 
and then sometimes it is too late. 

Love is always being there for each other with a 
shoulder to cry on, to give support when confidence levels 
are low, to give helpful advice when it is asked for, to know 
when to be silent and just listen, or to have cheerful words 
of encouragement given. There are a lot of us in prison, 
especially, Florida State Prison, who ask this of our loved 
ones. 

Love is sharing the good and the bad, the hopes and 
the dreams, the amusing times and the serious times. It is 
doing things together, yet leaving room for each to grow as 
an individual. 

How do I know these things about love? Because this 
is the kind of love I had once given to me and didn't realize 
the love at the time, instead I abused it. Now after nearly 9 
years of prison I've had nothing to do except think about 
what love is all about. So this is my conclusion I've come to, 
especially after three relationships that I destroyed due to 
the lack of love from me. So now if any of my ex-girlfriends 
read this, and for my family, this is the kind of love I feel 
for you. I'm less with your love, and I will never take it for 
granted ever again. I will strive to become an even better 
person and to always be deserving of your love as I once 
was, because I truly love you as I have never loved before. 
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ion want me to wage a war 
on drugs and sewa/ty trans- 
mitted diseases, check their 
backpacks for weapons of 
mass destruction, and raise 
their self esteem, 



A Tip For Teachers And Parents 

Whether they have it or not, I am sure that every parent 
and every teacher knows that the key to educating and 
raising good children is discipline. I am talking about 
good discipline. 

There are three keys to good discipline. Teachers and 
parents will do well to learn these three keys and use 
them. 

Disciplining children is never easy and I don't intend to 
imply that it is. Discipline will be much easier and more 
effective if it is applied firmly, fairly and consistently. It 
starts by establishing police or rules and regulations. 
Then make sure the children understand them. 

Discipline using these three keys must start 
immediately. Neither parents or teacher should ever 
let go or ignore any behavior that they don't intend to 
continue to put up with. Children need to be reprimanded 
every time they violate the rules or exercise unbecoming 
behavior. Parents and teachers need to avoid embarrassing 
children before their friends and peers. 

Experience says that to do so will more than likely 
draw an unwanted reaction from the child. Whenever 
possible, children should be called to the side when being 
disciplined in any manner. 

Never promise to do anything to children that you 
know you can't do or won't do. This can get to be an 
embarrassing challenge. Discipline must be consistent. 
What is wrong and unacceptable today must be wrong 
and unacceptable every day. It can never be all right today 
and unacceptable tomorrow. 

Consistency will let children know what behavior is 
unacceptable. Discipline must be fair. The punishment 
must fit the infraction, and it must apply equally to all 
children. Parents nor teachers should be guilty of having 
pets who can do no wrong. 

Discipline should be no joke and no laughing matter. 
It must be serious and firm. Parents and teachers should 
not engage in word-for-word arguing with children. Adults 
say what you've got to say and be through with it. Move on 
to something else. Teachers should be ready to start class 
as soon as students come into the room. Do not let them 
just sit there idle or they will find something to do and 
that something may be disruptive. Get busy immediately. 

Generally, children expect to be disciplined. 
Generally, they don't mind if the discipline is firm, fair 
and consistent. 

It is never too late to use these three keys to good 
discipline. The longer you wait the harder it becomes. 
Children may dislike you at first, but they will become 
accustomed and appreciate you later. 



Good Friends 



Good friends are good to have. If you don't believe me, ask 
Michael Vick. In case you have not been locked up in King 
Tut's tomb for the last couple of months, then you know that 
Atlanta's quarterback Michael Vick and three of his friends 
have been indicted by the feds. 

The indictment charges the four with operating an 
illegal dog fighting operation. They are also accused of some 
abusive dog killing. Now, if Vick and his friends are guilty as 
charged, then they should be punished. 

But let us forget the charges for a minute. Let us look 
at Vick's friends. These are guys that Vick has known and 
been friends with since childhood. These are friends that 
Vick let live in a house that he owns. Most importantly, these 
are guys that Vick basically taken care of since he became 
a quarterback of the Atlanta Falcons. These are guys that 
Michael Vick believes to be his true friends. Now I am not 
suggesting that Mike's friends cover up criminal activities. 
I know they knew what they were doing was wrong and that 
they could go to jail. 

When they came face-to-face with that possibility, they 
gave up Michael Vick faster than bank tellers used to give 
up the money to Jesse James during a bank robbery. Those 
three gentlemen, and excuse me for calling them gentlemen, 
didn't consider for one moment that Michael Vick was their 
friend and their provider. 

These three friends of Michael's went to blaming him 
so fast for the illegal dog fighting operation, until the 
stenographer processing their confession couldn't keep up. 
Their attitude appeared to be, we are going to jail and we are 
going to take our friend, Mike to jail with us. 

The purpose of this is not to defend or protect Mr. Vick. 
It instead, is intended to point out how fast friends can turn 
on you. 

On the other hand, it is Vick's fault. First of all, he 
should have had better sense than to either engage in or 
be associated with individuals that engaged in this heinous 
activity. 

Also Vick knew these guys background and their criminal 
records. He knew that they were like snakes. He also 

knew that a snake would bite you at anytime. These snakes 
wasted no time biting Vick. 

Everybody and especially professional athletes need to 
be very careful in selecting their friends, the people they 
associate with and the places where they go. 

The big fish in the bad news kennel dog fighting operation 
is Michael Vick, and not his friends, Friends? Oops! 



Teacher Application 



After being interviewed by the school administration, the eager 
teaching prospect said: 

"Let me see if I've got this right. You want me to go into that 
room with all those kids and fill their every waking moment with 
a love for learning, and I'm supposed to instill a sense of pride 
in their ethnicity, modify their disruptive behavior, observe them 
for signs of abuse and even censor their T-Shirt messages and 
dress habits. 

You want me to wage a war on drugs and sexually transmitted 
diseases, check their backpacks for weapons of mass destruction, 
and raise their self esteem. 

You want me to teach them patriotism, good citizenship, 
sportsmanship, fair play, how to register to vote, how to balance 
a checkbook, and how to apply for a job. 

I'm to check their heads for lice, maintain a safe environment, 
recognize signs of antisocial behavior, make sure all students 
pass the state exam, even those who don't come to school 
regularly or complete and of their assignments. 

I am to communicate regularly with the parents by letter, 
telephone, newsletter and report card. 

All of this I am to do with just a piece of chalk, a computer, 
a few books, a bulletin board, a big smile AND on a starting that 
qualifies my family for food stamps! You want to do all of this 
and then you tell me... I CAN'T PRAY? 
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No Room For Love 



Families aren't what they used to be. They seem today to only 
exist to support each other, and there's no love. Families were 
once the most important groups of people in Black communities. 
They are what made a village so important, and they are what 
kept the children safe. They were the consciousness and spirit 
that you know you could always rely on. 

But, after the love was taken away, there was nothing left. 
The love has been replaced by greed, vanity, and fear. Children 
don't love their parents as they did when I was a child. They look 
upon their parents as their caretakers, and nothing more. They 
feel their parents are supposed to tolerate their illegal activities, 
and ignore the pain and agony they cause others. Their parents 
are also supposed to harbor them when they've hurt someone or 
taken someone's life. 

Today, the family has become a place to disappear into. It 
is a place of security only in times of need. It serves no other 
purpose then to exist for the sake of prostituting prosperily. 

Families used to do everything together. They used to 
worship together in church, go shopping together, cry together, 
laugh together, eat together, and support each other. They used 
to be gathering places for joy and uplifting of souls. 

Some families still have those old values. They continue to 
reflect the passion and love that only can come from a family. 
They understand the importance of leaving a legacy that's not 
tarnished by stints in prison or being a fugitive from the law. All 
around us today, we can see what happens when there's no room 
for love. All that's left is young men wearing frowns all the time, 
young women with no clue as to what being a lady means, and 
their children being raised in darkness and ignorance. 
There can be no love in a place where so many feel it's not 
needed. There are other things more important in their lives, 
and love just isn't priority. 

When there's no room for love, the result is what we see 
outside our doors right now. Do you like it? Can you change? 



If You're Ever 



To Love Me 



If you're ever going to love me love me now, while I can 
know 

All the sweet and tender feelings which from real affection 
flow. 

Love me now, while I am living; do not wait till I am gone 
And then chisel it in marble — warm love words on ice- 
cold stone. 

If you've dear, sweet thoughts about me, why not whisper 

them to me? 

Don't you know it would make me happy and as glad as 

glad could be? 

If you wait till I am sleeping, never to waken here again, 

There'll be walls of earth between us and I couldn't hear 

you then. 

If you knew someone was thirsting for a drop of water 

sweet 

Would you be so slow to bring? Would you step with 

laggard feet? 

There are tender hearts all round us who are thirsting for 

our love; 

Why withhold from them what nature makes them crave 

all else above? 

I won't need your kind caresses when the grass over my 

face; 

I won't crave your love or kisses in my last low resting 

place. 

So, then, if you love me any, if its but a little bit, 

Let me know it now while living; I can own and treasure 

it. 
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What Is A Writer? 

A writer is, 

In a sense, 

The lead dance partner 

It takes two to tango 

And the writer merely provides 

The "blueprint" 

A catalyst, 

For the imaginations 

Of her myriad partners 

To journey to lands, 

Where they've never been 

And see sights, 

They've never beheld 

And meet "characters," 

They shall never forget. . . 

Writer and reader, 

The yin and the yang 

Locked together, 

Forever 

In the eternal circle 

The beneficent ballroom 

Of two minds- 

Ceaselessly, 

And wondrously, 

Dancing... 



Kesist the attack 
Evert/ time Satan comes hack 



Well, it sounds like this editor has influenced Wild Bill in ways that 
has caused the creation of a novel. Too bad Wild Bill says these are 
the last two chapters he's sending of "George Goes To Jail" because 
this is a story we wait on week in and week out. He wants us to plug 
his novel, so please be on the look out for this marvelous creation. It 
started off with George Bush, (yes, our president), going to jail and 
meeting Bill, but since then they've been on their share of 'doozies.' 
In fact, this story is so imaginative and entertaining that we're often 
checking our mailboxes just so we can read the next chapter. That's why 
its a shame to hear this is the end of that. Hopefully, when this editor 
writes him a letter he can convince him to keep sending us these great 
chapters to a very complex, yet hilarious novel, or novella as he puts it. 
We can go on for days, even weeks, describing how much we enjoy this 
book, but we don't want to spoil it for everyone else. Simply put, its a 
must read. And the song, poem, and fables he sent us are wonderful as 
well. He writes a song about putting on our armor (our higher power) to 
deal with life's many attacks. Then he gives us two fables, also dealing 
with a higher power. He also writes a very telling poem about the 
relationship between writer and reader and this relationship couldn't 
be more evident as him flowing with this editors suggestions on his 
book about George Bush. We appreciate the dialogue and this editor 
will reveal himself to you with a personal letter. Hopefully, it'll spark a 
correspondence and maybe even further the brotherhood that makes all 
of this possible. Wild Bill Barnes writes us from a correctional facility in 
Marion, North Carolina. 



Two Fables 



Fable #1 goes something like this: there is now, and forever shall 
be, a Supreme Being; one whom we call "God." About 14 billion 
years ago (as humans measure time), God willed into existence 
our universe, with all its laws, both physical and moral, form, 
balance and structure. And astonishing complexity. Now, no one 
can say just where God "came" from. God just simply is. 

Fable #2 goes something like this: There was nothing. About 
14 billion years ago (as humans measure time), our universe, 
with all its laws, both physical and moral, form, balance and 
structure. And astonishing complexity. Just "happened" or no 
real "reason" whatsoever — to pop into existence. 

Eventually, just from pure "blind chance," life formed. Life 
capable, as manifested in humans, of wondering where it "came" 
from. 

The thing is, to explain their existence, every human must, 
through "faith," accept one of these two "fables..." 

I believe I'll stick with the first. 



Put On The Armor 

Chorus: 

Put on the armor 

That God gives you 

Put on the armor 

Let your love shine thru' 

Put on the armor 

There'll be nothing you can't do 

Put on the armor 

And do so now! 

Put on the armor 

C'mon, I'll show you how... 

1st Verse: 

Build up your strength 

By his mighty power 

Remain steadfast 
Each and every hour 

Truth is your belt 

Around your waist 

Just tell the truth 

And all troubles you can face... 

God's holy word 
Now that's your sword 



As you share the message 
Of our Dear Lord... 

Your shoes are your readiness 

To share the good news 

To joyously proclaim 

"Yes, it's true!" 

Resist the attack 

Every time satan comes back 

God's armor will stop him 

Dead in his tracks... 

And with faith as your shield 

You'll never yield 

As your new life 

You bravely build... (so,) 

REPEAT CHORUS 

BRIDGE 

2nd Verse: 

Righteousness 

That's your breast plate 

Against the stinging arrows 

Of greed and hate... 



Your helmet? 
Now that's salvation 
Just fall down on your knees 
In supplication... 

For our fight is not 

With those here below 

But with dark forces 

That evil seeds sow. . . 

So keep alert 

And never give up 

While you drink living water 

From God's loving cup... 

Fight to the end 

And hold your ground 

You can repel the devil 

When he comes around... 

And don't forget to pray 
Each and every day 
And God will surely 
Show you the way. . . 

REPEAT CHORUS 
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George Goes To Jail Chapter #5 

"Hello, my friends..." Tina Turner said. "Welcome to our 
service." 

Introductions were begun. I rather enjoyed watching Tina 
and the others try to conceal their shock when they realized 
none other than "W" was in the house... 

"This is Rabbi Silverstein," Madonna said. "My initiator 
into the ancient mysteries of the Kabbalah..." 

Rabbi Silverstein gave a reticent smile. He was tall and 
courtly, and had, like my old friend Snake from back at the 
penitentiary, a full 22 top beard. 

"Pleased to meet you," he said with what sounded a normal 
American accent, shaking hands. 

"And this is my mentor, Trang Tri," Tina said, placing her 
arm around his shoulders. "His last name is spelled T-R-I, but 
is pronounced 'tree'." 

Clasping his hands together before his chest, Trang Tri 
gave a polite bow. George, Britney, Christina and I returned the 
gesture. 

"May we all find the Heart of Eternal Happiness together..." 
Trang said with a beatific smile. He was a little joker, almond 
eyes, completely bald head. A trim little moustache. A 
Vietnamese, we would later learn. 

"Well, please, remove your shoes, and let's just form a little 
semi-circle here, and absorb wisdom from our teachers..." 
Madonna suggested. 

From where he was seated, Trang clasped his hands 
together in the "mutra" position again and "bowed in." 

"Ah, my dear friends, where do I begin... perhaps, for the 
benefit of our new friends here, I should start by explaining 
just what Buddism is. 

"First, we consider its founder, Siddhartha Guatama, as 
simply a man, not a deity. Siddhartha was born a prince, around 
500BC, in a kingdom located around what is today northern 
India and Nepal. 

"Now, shortly after this Great Soul incarnated into this 
life of privilege, a hermit, Asita, came down from his mountain 
home and noticed a 'radiance' about the castle. So he entered 
and asked to see the child. When he beheld young Siddhartha, 
he made this prediction: 

"This Prince, if he remains in the palace, when grown up 
will become a great King and subjugate the whole world. But, 
if he forsakes the court life to embrace a religious life, he will 
become a Buddha, and will help save the world.' 

"Now the name Siddhartha means, 'every wish fulfilled.' 
And this is an apt description of the prince's early life. 

"Yet, despite all the ample 'worldly diversions,' Siddhartha's 
mind kept wondering about suffering as he tried to figure out 
the true meaning of life. 

"One thing that he figured out — as did, later, the Christian 
Church — and, yes , George, perhaps you should pay particular 
attention to this — was that pride was indeed one of the 
'deadliest sins...'" 

George, seated on the other side of Christina from me, 
squirmed a little at being singled out, but said nothing. 

"At 29, shortly after the birth of his only child, Rahula, 
Siddhartha forsaked his princely privileges. Shaving his head, 
he took up a begging bowl and headed south... 

"For six years he wandered and struggled, trying several 
methods to clear his mind. None worked. 

"Finally, he sat under the Bodhi tree vowing to meditate 
until he achieved enlightenment... 

"It was an incomparably different struggle, with dark 
shadows overhanging his spirit — and devils tempting him 
from every side... 

"Yet, one dawn, with the arrival of the morning star, the 



prince's mind was finally, clear. He was Buddha — the 
Enlightened One. 

For 45 years, he wandered near and far, spreading his 
message of love, mercy and compassion. Along the way, Buddha 
acquired many disciples who, subsequently, promulgated his 
teachings... 

At age 80, the Enlightened One quietly and peacefully 
entered the state of nirvana — or heaven. 

Do we have any questions, so far?" Trang asked. 

"Uh, yes," George said. "I consider myself a Christian, you 
see — and a 'compassionate conservative' to boot," he added 
with a little chuckle. "So I want to know if any of these here 
teachings contradict what Jesus said..." 

Trang smiled. "Although perhaps some would disagree, I 
would say no. The great American psychic, Edgar Cayce, even 
reported that Jesus of Nazareth, when young, traveled to India 
and studied Buddhism himself... 

This seems likely to me, especially since 90% of the 
teachings Jesus and Buddha 'dove-tail' quite nicely," Trang 
said, steepling his fingers. "We even have many parables quite 
similar, such as one like the 'Prodigal Son,' and a story about 
Buddha being tempted by the Devil." 

"Well, uh, that's good, 'cause I sure don't want to do nothin' 
that 'goes against my religion,' you understand..." George said, 
smirking a little. 

"Ah, see, George — you need not worry. Although Buddhism 
is considered — along with Christianity, Judaism, Islam and 
Hinduism — as one of our world's 'Five Great Religions,' it is 
rather unique. It is as much a 'system of psychology' as it is 
a religion. As even both His Holiness the Dalai Lama and the 
venerable Ticht Naht Hanh have said, it is not necessary to 
'abandon' your own tradition to learn and grow from studying 
Buddhism. If you are a Christian, for instance, study Buddhism 
to become a better Christian. If a Muslim, you may study the 
Buddha's teachings to become a better Muslim." 

"Oh, so you don't have to give anything up to get something 
new?" Britney asked. 

"Precisely so..." Trang smiled. "See, in Buddhism — as, 
indeed, in the 'psychic readings' of Edgar Cayce, who always 
said, 'Mind is the builder' — it's, 'All about the mind'." 

As the candlelight flickered about us, Tina "bowed in" 
to speak. "Yes, if I may, let me say this: It is indeed about 
the 'mind.' And about freeing one's mind from the endless 
'delusions' that constantly assail it — such as greed, jealousy 
and prideful ways of thinking..." 

"Yes, Tina, very well put," Trang agreed. "Here is a quote 
from 'The Teaching of Buddha'," Trang said, pulling out a little 
orangish book, with the sun glowing on its cover, from a satchel 
at his side. "This one would be very well for you, George — and 
all of us here, for that matter — to meditate long and deeply 
upon: 

"'A man's mind may make him a Buddha, or it may make 
him a beast. Misled by error, one becomes a demon; enlightened, 
one becomes a Buddha. Therefore, control your mind and do 
not let it deviate from the right path.'" 

Trang, having read the passage slowly and reflectively, said, 
"If everyone is agreeable, perhaps we should meditate upon 
this in silence, for maybe 20 minutes or so..." Then he "bowed 
out." 

"Yes. Let us do that..." Madonna said. Then she gently 
tapped, with a little wooden stick, upon a beautiful ornate brass 
bowl she had sitting on the floor in front of her. It resonated 
with lovely timbres and overtones that, in their echoing, 
seemed to speak of something timeless..." 

In silence, the eight of us mulled this ancient truth. 

While Juma patiently, I guess, waited upon us out in the 
limo. 



///////#/////./// ////#///,//////// 



£ l/±?^ mm a K/ J ikm */. ^ ^ifZ 



*WXL,D BXLL, Hn/P/IBS cnnr.' 




George Goes To Jail Chapter #6 

Madonna rang the bell again. As its beautiful tones spilled 
out, it felt almost as though we'd just been awakened from 
a peaceful refreshing little "nap..." 

"Don' cha think one of us should go out and invite 
Juma in?" I whispered to Christina. "It looks like we might 
be here awhile..." 

"Yeah, Bill, you're right — that's thoughtful of you. I'll 
go ask him," she said, starting to arise. 

I patted her on the shoulder. "Why don't you let me do 
the honors..." I suggested. 

"Alright. Thanks," she said. 

"Excuse me a moment, folks," I said, putting my shoes 
back on. 

Emerging back out into the clear night, I found Juma 
standing beside the driver's door, arms folded across the 
roof, quietly gazing up at the stars... 

"Hoy, lil' brother," he smiled. "How you doin'?" 

Oh, pretty good, thanks Juma. Checking out the sky, 
huh?" 

"Yes, sir. Get to see a few out here, anyways. Ain't all 
the light pollution they got down in the city. Nice to get 
a halfway decent look at the stars — 'sides those I drive 
around, that is..." Juma added with a chuckle. 

"Where you from, Juma?" 

"Chi-town, baby." 

"Long ways from home, huh?" 

"Yeah, Wild Bill, seems like about 10,000 light years 
away, sometimes..." he added with a wistful smile. 

"Well, we was gettin' a mite worried about you, Juma, 
out here all by your lonesome... Why don't you come on in 
and join us?" 

"Oh, thank you, Wild Bill, but I'll be alright..." 

"C'mon, Juma. We got us a wild-ass little religious 
get-together goin' on... Oh, and get this: Tina Turner's in 
there." 

Juma arched his eyebrows. "No kiddin'?" 

"Yep, Juma, the 'Acid Queen' herself..." 

"Well, let me git my deaf, dumb and blind self on in 
there then..." Juma agreed, chuckling. 

"Howdy, folks," Juma said with a wide smile — and 
an especially wide one for Tina — as we reentered the 
"tabernacle" and took our shoes off and joined the 
"congregation." 

Trang had been addressing the group, so he now 
continued. "I think it is now time to wrap up my portion of 
things... So, perhaps the time has come, as the Walrus said, 
to speak of 'shoes and ships and sealing wax of cabbages 
and kings. And why the sea is boiling hot. And whether pigs 
have wings...'" 

Trang gave us a mischievous smile. "Or, perhaps, simply 
kings. And their wisdom — or lack thereof — for awhile..." 

He opened his little orangish book again: 

"I'll just offer a few relevant quotes," Trang said. 

"If an important minister of state neglects his duties, 
works for his own profit or accepts bribes, it will cause a 
rapid decay of public morals. 



"Under such circumstances, faithful ministers will 
retire from public service... and only flatterers will hold 
government positions and they will use their political power 
to enrich themselves with no thought for the sufferings of 
the people." 

I looked at George and thought about Colin Powell and 
how George had "set him up" when Trang spoke of "faithful 
ministers retiring," but said nothing. 

Trang continued: "Foreign enemies may raid a country. 
In such a case, the king should make three decisions. 

Firstly, the foreign enemies are threatening the good 
order and welfare of our country, even with armed force. 

Secondly, I will try to find some way of defeating them 
without resorting to the use of arms. 

Thirdly, I will try to capture them alive, without killing 
them, if possible, and disarm them. 

By adopting these three decisions, the king will proceed 
most wisely... 

By proceeding in this way, the country and its soldiers 
will be encouraged by the king's wisdom and dignity and 
will respect both his firmness and grace. Then, when it 
proves necessary to call upon the soldiers, they will fully 
understand the reason for war and its nature. Then they will 
go to the field of battle with courage and loyalty, respecting 
the king's wise and gracious sovereignty. Such a war will 
not only bring victory, but also add virtue to the country." 

Trang fixed George with a steady gaze. I felt a little 
embarrassed for him. 

"I'll just share a couple more..." Trang said softly. 

"A golden palace that is blood-stained can not be the 
abiding place for a Buddha. A small hut, however, where 
the moonlight leaks in through chinks in the roof, can be 
transformed into a place where Buddha will abide, if the 
mind of its master is pure." 

Trang flipped back a page. 

"The devil's dominion is full of greed, darkness, 
struggling, fighting, swords and bloodshed, and is replete 
with jealousy, prejudice, hatred, cheating, flattering, 
fawning, secrecy and abuse. 

Now, supposed that the light of wisdom shines upon 
that dominion, and the rain of compassion falls upon it, 
and faith begins to take root, and the blossoms of joy begin 
to spread their fragrance. Then that devil's domain will turn 
into Buddha's pure land. 

And, just like a soft breeze and a few blossoms on 
a branch that tell the coming of spring, so when a man 
attains Enlightenment, grass, trees, mountains, rivers and 
all other things begin to throb with new life. 

For, if a man's mind becomes pure, his surroundings 
will also become pure..." 

Trang closed his book and replaced it in his satchel. "A 
few more minutes of meditation, perhaps?" 

"Yes, let's..." Tina replied. 

"Very well. Let's..." Trang said with an understated 
smile, as he clasped his palms before his chest and "bowed 
out" again. 

Madonna tapped the bell, and we all began quietly 
contemplating. 



Just like a soft breeze and a few blossoms on a branch that tell the coming 
of spring, so when a man attains Enlightenment, grass, trees, mountains, 
rivers and all other things begin to throb with new life. 
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